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EDITORIAL 


Guideposts  in  our  Library 


Wide  knowledge  comes  from  deep  thinking,  and  deep  thinking  can  be  stimulated  by 
a  close  association  with  books.  For  that  reason,  the  value  of  a  library  in  a  School  cannot 
be  over-estimated.  At  Balmoral  Hall  we  are  realizing  the  vast  scope  of  our  Library  as  a 
source  from  which  we  can  discover  necessary  guideposts  in  our  search  for  a  way  of  life. 


We  know  that  wide  use  of  the  Library  can  broaden  our  limited  range  of  information, 
simultaneously  broadening  our  outlook.  Realizing  that  a  little  learning  can  be  dangerous, 
we  are  striving  to  be  directed  by  these  Library  guideposts  towards  academic  achievement. 


Another  guidepost  makes  its  impression  on  us  more  slowly  but  is  important.  It  is 
that  which  directs  us  towards  the  reference  shelves  for  illustrations  and  explanations  of 
art,  music,  theatre,  dance  and  other  cultural  influences.  We  realize  that  this  aspect  of  our 
intellectual  development  is  not  incidental,  but  closely  related  to  our  academic  achievement. 


Spiritual  in  direction  is  another  vital  guidepost.  In  addition  to  what  we  learn  at 
School  Prayers  and  from  Scripture  classes,  we  can  discover  still  more  about  our  religion 
from  books.  This  field  of  learning  is  vast,  but  once  we  become  aware  of  its  significant 
value  it  can  help  us  to  create  a  pattern  for  a  way  of  life. 


And  so  with  a  world  of  books  offering  further  guideposts  and  directing  us  towards 
academic  achievement,  cultural  development  and  spiritual  security,  we,  who  have  barely 
begun  our  education,  realize  with  humility  the  rich  resources  at  our  disposal.  Let  us 
appreciate  to  the  full  our  Library,  which  can  stimulate  deep  thinking,  challenge  us  to 
wider  knowledge  and  even  direct  us  towards  a  way  of  life. 


Anthea  Dykes, 
Editor 


OUR  HEAD  GIRL  —  LYN  STEPHEN 
OUR   SCHOOL  CAPTAIN  —  NANCY   WHITE 


VALEDICTORY 


Dear  Girls: 

One  night  last  fall  we  gathered  around  a 
"camp-fire"  in  the  gym  to  sing  "Getting  to  Know 
You"  and  officially  to  welcome  our  new  girls  into 
the  school.  (Will  you  ever  forget  the  feathers?) 
The  months  have  passed  quickly,  too  quickly  for 
most  of  us,  and  our  wish  has  been  fulfilled  —  in 
working  and  playing  together,  we  have  come  to 
know  you. 

Our  first  complete  year  in  the  new  building  has 

been  a  rewarding  one  for  we  have  known  and 

appreciated   the   benefits   of  our   well-catalogued 

Library,  our  Common  Room,  and  all  the  other 

blessings  for  which  former  students  worked.    We 

have  been  pioneers  too,  in  the  field  of  student 

administration   with   the   introduction   of  a   new 

office,  that  of  School  Captain.     Because  of  your 

constant  help  and  understanding,  we  who  write 

this  farewell  to  you  feel  that  this  experiment  has 

been  successful. 

In  leaving  there  is  so  very  much  we  would  like  to  tell  you  —  for  it  is  when  they 

come  to  an  end  that  one  realizes  the  true  value  of  school  days;  the  lessons  in  good  sports- 

manship,  the  search  for  knowledge,  the  value  of  religious  guidance  and  the  experience  of 

true  friendship. 

We  hope  that  those  of  you  returning  will  always  wear  your  uniform  proudly  and  be 
especially  aware  of  the  significance  of  your  crest.  Go  on  and  on  Seeking  Better  Things, 
and  keep  in  mind  that  nothing  is  ever  achieved  without  effort. 

We  who  are  graduating  owe  so  very  much  to  Balmoral  Hall  and  our  sincere  thanks 
go  to  all  the  Staff  for  their  patience  and  encouragement.  It  will  be  especially  hard  to  say 
good-bye  to  Miss  Murrell- Wright  who  has  in  so  many  ways  prepared  us  for  a  full,  happy, 
and  useful  life  in  the  world,  and  who  by  her  example  and  understanding  has  taught  us 
more  than  words  can  tell. 

And  now,  to  all  of  you  —  Seniors  and  Juniors,  thank  you  for  your  enthusiasm  and 
interest,  and  most  of  all  for  just  being  the  girls  you  are.  Our  thanks  to  you  Prefects,  for 
your  loyal  and  constant  support,  and  especially  to  Beryl,  our  Sports  Captain,  who  has 
done  a  difficult  job  magnificently. 

Finally,  to  you  who  will  be  leaders  next  year,  we  wish  happiness  and  the  best  of 
luck,  and  hope  that  you  will  have  the  same  enthusiastic  support  that  we  have  had. 


With  love, 


Nancy  and  Lyn 


Balmoral  Hall, 
June,  1957, 


My  dear  Girls: 


When  you  read  this  the  Summer  holidays  will  be  just  around  the  corner  and  you 
will  be  thinking  of  the  freedom  that  is  soon  to  be  yours.  Even  so  the  end  of  the  school 
year  is  often  teeming  with  memories  of  school  days  to  which  you  cling  —  your  first 
gymnastic  demonstration,  or  perhaps  your  last  —  dancing  classes  —  House  meetings  — 
Common  Room  fun  —  sun-tanning  on  the  river  bank  —  friends  from  whom  you  will 
soon  be  separated.  Whatever  your  memories  may  be  I  hope  that  they  will  include  the 
words  of  your  School  Motto  —  "Meliora  Petens"  —  and  the  significance  of  your  School 
crest. 

Little  has  been  said  this  past  year  about  our  crest  and  it  occurred  to  me  when  some 
of  you  who  are  comparatively  new,  were  receiving  School  pins,  and  School  rings,  that 
you  may  not  know  or  understand  its  meaning.  I  shall  quote  from  an  editorial  in  one  of 
our  earlier  magazines:  "In  the  crest,  wisdom  is  suggested  by  the  four  white  pillars  —  and 
here  at  Balmoral  Hall  are  opportunities  for  infinite  wisdom  and  great  understanding.  The 
wavy  lines  at  the  base  of  the  crest  represent  the  tranquil  flow  of  the  storied  Assiniboine 
on  whose  banks  we  live  and  in  whose  beauty  we  find  peace.  The  eagle,  flying  high  on 
the  crest,  symbol  of  fortitude  and  power,  will  always  inspire  us  to  aim  high,  challenge  us 
to  be  firm  in  our  convictions,  and  to  be  satisfied  only  as  we  move  ever  onward  and  upward 
Seeking  Better  Things." 

A  crest  so  fraught  with  meaning,  be  it  on  your  tunic,  on  your  pin  or  on  your  ring, 
should  be  worn  with  pride  and  a  sense  of  responsibility.   How  do  you  wear  yours? 

Will  you  remember  that  a  crest  is  a  symbol  and  a  symbol  is  a  sign?  Our  School  crest 
is  but  the  first  of  these  signs  which  you  will  discover  in  life.  How  you  observe  such  signs 
will  indicate  to  others  as  well  as  to  yourself  just  what  kind  of  a  person  you  are. 

May  Balmoral  Hall  always  be  proud  of  her  girls. 

Affectionately  yours, 


BACK  ROW — Joanne,  Blight,  Betty  McRae,  Anthea  Dykes,  Alyson  Thomas,  Elsie  Albertsen. 
FRONT  ROW— Beryl  Hoare,  Sports  Captain,  Lyn  Stephen,  Head  Girl,  Nancy  White,  School  Captain. 


Our  Prefects 

From  "Tour  Daughter  and  Balmoral  Hall";  an  appreciation  recently  presented  by  members  of  the 
board,  the  mothers^  auxiliary  and  the  alumnae. 

"SEEKING  BETTER  THINGS"  AT  BALMORAL  HALL 


If  education  is  to  set  a  pattern  for  the  true 
ends  of  living,  then  the  moulding  of  character  and 
the  training  of  the  mind  must  go  hand  in  hand. 
With  this  in  mind,  Balmoral  Hall  in  its  daily  routine 
encourages  the  development  of: 


Loyalty 


Responsibility  and  Leadership. 


Loyalty  is  developed  through  the  House 
System.  Each  child,  from  Grade  III  level,  is  a 
member  of  one  of  the  four  Houses.  The  school 
uniform,  the  school  motto,  "Seeking  Better  Things", 
and  friendships  formed,  are  influences  creating 
bonds  of  loyalty  to  the  school.  Through  competi- 
tion in  all  phases  of  school  life,  the  child  is  made 


aware  at  an  early  age,  that  co-operation  and  loyalty 
are  basic  ideas  of  the  civilised  world. 

A  sense  of  Responsibility  and  Leadership  and 
the  capacity  to  distinguish  between  right  and  wrong 
are  qualities  which  the  independent  school  em- 
phasises. From  the  Head  Girl,  the  School  Captain, 
the  prefects,  and  down  to  the  youngest  class  presi- 
dent, this  feeling  of  responsibility  to  a  position  is 
important.  In  the  senior  school,  students  are 
given  opportunities  to  plan  and  to  make  decisions  in 
various  ways — on  the  magazine  staff,  on  the  library 
committee,  as  team  captains,  as  House  executives, 
and  in  many  other  phases  of  school  life — which 
will  enable  them  in  future  years  to  be  good  citizens. 


«.  •»*«•». 


The  Storm 

The  day  dawned  brightly.  The  peaceful  blue 
sky  accentuated  the  fresh  green  grass.  The  fragrant 
flowers  raised  their  radiant  faces  to  the  sun.  The 
trees,  in  their  best  attire,  swayed  gracefully  in  the 
gentle  breeze,  that  played  merrily  over  the  meadow. 
The  brook  gurgled  at  some  hidden  secret,  and  the 
birds  sang  from  pure  joy  in  life.  It  was  a  glorious 
summer  morning.  Nothing  could  spoil  a  day  such 
as  this. 

By  mid  afternoon  the  farmer  noticed  a  slight 
darkening  of  the  sky  but  continued  his  work.  Soon 
he  noticed  another  change.  The  breezes  had 
stopped  their  frolicking.  The  birds  had  ceased 
their  noisy  chatter.  The  brook  gurgled  more  softly 
now.  Silence  reigned.  Everything  waited  in 
expectation. 

Suddenly  it  came!  The  sky  grew  black.  The 
wind  arose.  It  shrieked  with  anger  as  it  tossed 
the  tree  branches  to  and  fro.  The  farmer  hurriedly 
retraced  his  steps.  He  hustled  the  livestock  into 
the  barn.  Frantically  he  cornered  the  last  chicken. 
Into  the  barn  with  it.  Now  back  to  the  cottage  to 
quiet  his  slightly  hysterical  wife.  Fighting  his  way 
back  to  the  house,  he  stumbled  on  the  gate  which 
had  blown  down.  He  struggled  to  his  feet  and 
moved  forward.  Now  the  black  sky  was  torn  by 
streaks  of  white  light.  Torrents  of  rain  water 
dashed  down  the  gullies  in  their  mad  scramble  to 
reach  the  sea.  The  farmer  is  at  his  doorstep,  is  over 
it.  Now  the  struggle  to  shut  the  door.  The  bolt, 
the  bolt!    There,  they  are  safe. 

Crash !  Dashing  to  the  window,  they  gaze  with 
panic-stricken  eyes  at  the  world  outside.  A  tree 
had  crashed  against  the  house.  The  relentless  wind 
is  knifing  through  the  cracks  in  the  wall.  Stuff 
them,  quickly.  Here's  a  blanket  to  serve  the 
purpose.    There. 

Outside  the  storm  rages.  The  rain  plummets 
down  as  if  to  cut  great  holes  in  the  earth.  They 
can  see  that  the  once-gurgling  brook  is  now  a 
ferocious  torrent,  bent  on  destruction.  A  tree  falls 
from  the  bank  and  is  caught  in  the  clutches  of  this 
terror-filled  deep.  On,  on  it  goes,  bobbing  up  and 
down.  The  rain  continues.  The  black  sky  bellows 
with  rage  as  a  white  knife  cuts  its  sides:     The 


water  is  up  to  the  doorstep  now.  It  pauses 
momentarily  as  if  in  wonder  about  what  lies 
beyond,  then  surges  ahead.  The  farmer  and  his 
wife  have  tried  to  keep  back  the  raging  torrent, 
but  to  no  avail.  The  children  whimper  in  fear. 
Outside,  the  cry  of  dying  animals  mingles  with  the 
howl  of  the  wind.  The  gallant  horses  fight  to  rise 
to  the  surface  of  the  turbulent  waters,  but  are 
mercilessly  dragged  under.  A  branch  lashes  the 
window  as  if  trying  to  reach  safety,  but  is  dragged 
back  by  the  fierce  clutch  of  the  river.  What  is 
this?  The  barn  is  shaking.  It  collapses,  and  is 
sucked  under  by  the  mighty  river.  The  trembling 
structure  is  carried  down  stream,  the  roof  alone 
remaining  above  the  water,  a  chicken  clinging 
desperately  to  it. 

The  gale  loses  its  force  and  becomes  gentle 
once  more.  The  rain  ceases.  The  roaring  giant  of 
a  river  becomes  calm,  and  mirrors  an  already, clear- 
ing sky.  The  sun  peeks  cautiously  around  a  cloud 
and,  finding  everything  still  below,  comes  forth 
in  all  his  splendour.  The  farmer,  his  wife,  and  his 
children  survey  the  ruin  of  what,  less  than  twelve 
hours  before,  had  been  a  beautiful  world.  The 
birds  again  begin  to  twitter.  The  remaining  trees 
are  lacking  branches  and  leaves.  The  beaten 
farmer  looks  dismally  at  his  land,  then  brightens." 
He  still  has  his  family,  and  before  long  he  knows 
that  they  will  be  as  happy  as  before.  A  little  paint 
here,  some  seed  planting  there,  some  ...      -■  • 

Gayle  Morris, 
Grade  XI 

Old  Clothes 

Finally  the  last  clasp  was  unfastened.  Trying 
not  to  breathe  the  thick  dust  which  filled'the'ai'r, 
she  reluctantly  pushed  back  the  lid  of  the  battered, 
trunk  and  peered  inside.  How  common  —  every- 
one from  the  Bobbsey  Twins  to  Nancy  Drew  had 
at  one  time  or  another  stolen  up  a  creaking  staircase 
to  a  dingy  attic,  where  they  discovered  ancient 
relics  of  former  glorious  days,  reeking  with  mystery 
and  romance.  Determined  not  to  become  involved 
in  such  nonsense,  she  ignored  all  odours,  save  that 
of  moth  balls,  and  probed  into  the  depths  of  the 
trunk  with  an  unwilling  hand. 


10 


"What  rubbish!  .  .  .  Write  an  essay  on  'Old 
Clothes'  and  bring  some  to  show  the  class.  Well, 
really,  if  that's  what  is  wanted,  some  of  my  own 
would  do  as  well.'" 

Sulkily  she  drew  out  a  well-preserved  shoe,  and 
was  forced  to  smile  at  the  high  top,  the  pointed  toe, 
and  the  wee  buttons  which  went  right  up  the  front. 
How  quaint  they  were,  and  how  uncomfortable  - 
looking!  She  thoughtfully  put  them  aside  as  an 
example,  and  reached  once  more  into  the  trunk. 

Withdrawing  a  photo,  she  was  startled  by  the 
eyes,  so  very  like  her  own,  which  looked  out  from 
the  gently-smiling  face.  The  picture  was  signed, 
"Forever,  darling  —  Margaret,"  and  this  message 
was  duplicated  in  the  patient,  loving  countenance. 

Now,  she  could  not  contain  herself  —  she 
delved  deep  into  the  musty  contents  of  the  chest, 
dreaming,  remembering,  imagining.  Here,  was  a 
worn  prayer  book,  there  a  book  of  poems  and  a 
pressed  violet.  Further  down  she  found  a  tiny  lace 
dress,  and  baby's  locket.  Where  had  that  old  pistol 
been  used?  Figures  loomed  about  her  now,  talking 
gaily,  whispering  softly.  Dust  forgotten,  and 
mothballs  too  —  Ashes  of  Roses  permeated  the 
room,  and  sunlight  poured  through  the  little 
window,  gleaming  upon  the  brass  buttons  of  a 
faded  uniform. 

Near  the  bottom  there  were  letters:  love 
letters,  black-edged  letters  of  consolation,  letters  of 
cheer. 

In  a  sudden  revelation  she  realized  how  lovable 
these  fore-runners  were,  and  how  loyal  and  brave. 
She  felt  that  she  had  known  them  always  .  .  .  and 
then  her  heart  whispered,  "They  fought  for  the 
freedom  which  you  are  now  enjoying.  But  they 
do  not  expect  you  to  give  up  that  battle  —  you 
and  your  generation  must  work  so  that  faith  and 
love,  hope  and  international  peace  may  be  established 
forever." 

She  ventured  back  into  the  twentieth  century 
to  write  her  essay,  her  arms  full  of  "old  clothes," 
and  her  heart  full  of  hope. 

Lyn  Stephen, 
Grade  XII 


At  the  Lake 

I  love  the  green  grass,  and  I  love  the  pink  clover; 
I  love  moonlight  nights  with  clouds  scudding  over. 

I  love  the  waves  roaring  at  night  on  the  beach ; 
I  love  the  pines  stretching  way  up  out  of  reach. 

I  love  where  the  rocks  make  the  soft  ripples  break; 
I  love,  yes,  I  love  our  place  at  the  lake. 

Rosalind  Wallace, 
Grade  VIII 


Practising 

A  distracting  breeze  blows  in  through  the  open 
window,  and  the  voice  of  your  History  teacher 
drones  on.  You  glance  at  your  watch  and  simul- 
taneously the  four  o'clock  bell  rings.  Books  snap 
closed,  locker  doors  slam,  and  school  is  over  for 
the  day.  Longingly  you  gaze  out  the  window  at 
those  lucky  individuals  who  do  not  know  the  harsh 
sound  of  a  music  teacher's  voice.  "Maybe  they're 
not  lucky  at  all,"  you  muse,  just  plain  smart  instead! 
There  is  Joan,  stretched  out  on  her  back  soaking 
up  the  rays  of  the  sun  —  you  can  practically  see 
her  already  tanned  skin  turning  darker!  You 
glance  at  your  own  white  hands,  finger-nails  neatly 
tapered  to  the  length  best  suited  to  one  taking 
piano  lessons,  and  sigh.  You  hear  a  child's  voice 
crying  in  the  distance,  the  exhaust  of  a  heavy 
truck,  the  sweet  song  of  a  meadow-lark,  all  the 
every-day  sounds  that  make  up  a  glorious  summer 
afternoon.  Should  a  glorious  summer  afternoon 
be  spent  in  the  dark,  cell-like  interior  of  a  Practice 
Room?  "It  can  wait  until  tomorrow,"  one  half  of 
your  mind  cries,  but  the  other  half  retorts,  "Your 
lesson  is  tomorrow,  and  you  know  very  well  that 
you  haven't  practised  all  week."  "Very  well," 
the  first  half  agrees,  "to  tortue  we  go!  But  it 
certainly  seems  a  shame  to  waste  an  afternoon 
like  this!" 

You  force  your  lagging  feet  down  the  long 
school  corridor  and  through  the  open  passage-way. 
sheer  will-power  pushing  you  on.  Having  resisted 
the  most  formidable  temptation,  you  breathe  more 
easily.  You  hear  steps  approaching  but  your  eyes, 
still  unaccustomed  to  the  darkness  of  the  lower 
passage,  do  not  recognize  the  person  attached  to 
them.  "Hello!"  a  cheery  but  unloved,  at  least  by 
you,  voice  exclaims,  "On  your  way  to  the  studio, 
I  see!"  Her  voice  ends  on  a  note  of  expectation. 
"Obviously  she  intends  me  to  say  'yes'."  "Uh 
oh  yes,  Miss  Dansy,"  says  your  natural,  or  nearly- 
natural  voice.  "As  if  I  don't  spend  all  my  spare 
time  practising,"  one  inner  voice  says.  "That's 
right,  you  don't!"  your  conscience  proclaims.  "Oh 
shush,"  you  say  out  loud.  "You  two  meV  make 
me  feel  like  Launcelot  Gobbo!"  "Eh,  wot's  that?" 
a  puzzle  voice  asks,  coming  from  the  Downstairs 
Maid.  "Oh  nothing,  just  talking  to  myself!"  you 
say  gaily,  and  with  a  burning  face,  you  run  the 
remaining  steps  to  your  studio. 

There  follows  a  harried  ten  minute  search  for 
your  music  books  and  for  an  unoccupied  studio. 
At  last,  anything  but  cool  and  collected,  you  sit 
ready  for  action  at  the  keyboard  of  the  piano. 
Through  the  small  window  set  high  in  the  wall, 
float  those  gorgeous  sounds  made  by  the  smart 
"free"  people.  Reluctantly  but  resolutely  you 
turn  your  thoughts  to  the  scale  of  B  flat  minor  and 
succeed  in  pounding  out  two  octaves,  hands  to- 
gether, up  and  down.     Your  mind  cries,  "This  may 
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not  be  so  bad  after  all — why,  we're  half  way 
through."  "Not  so  fast,"  replies  your  conscience. 
"You've  four  pieces  and  your  duets  to  practise." 
You  spread  wide  the  book  with  your  new  piece  in 
it,  loving  the  crisp,  fresh  feel  of  its  pages  and  the 
smell  of  its  newness.  The  door  bursts  open  and  a 
pig-tailed  head  with  a  shrill  voice  intrudes  upon 
your  reverie.  "How  many  sharps  in  the  scale  of 
B  flat?"  the  voice  questions. 

Fifteen  minutes  later  you  return  to  your  new 
piece  with  the  realization  that  both  you  and  little 
Susie  Jane  have  learned  something.  A  piercing  wail 
from  the  studio  next  door  reduces  you  to  a  state 
of  panic.  Another,  more  recognizable  sound  relieves 
your  mind.  It  is  only  Pat,  practising  on  her  clarinet. 
You  are  good  friends,  so  you  drop  in  on  her. 

The  curtain  falls  late  that  evening  on  a  deserted 
pair  of  Practice  Rooms.  In  one,  lying  open  on  the 
rack,  is  a  piece  of  music,  brand  new  and  obviously 
not  worked  over.  Next  door  is  a  clarinet  only 
partly  put  together.  The  Downstairs  Maid,  resting 
on  the  stairs,  nursing  her  aching  feet,  reflects  some- 
wh?t  drowsily  on  the  day's  happenings.  "At  least 
there  wasn't  the  usual  racket  out  o'  dem  dere 
Practice  Rooms.  A  couple  o'  scales  and  a  clarinet 
blast  or  two  waz  all  there  was  today." 

Shirley  Donaldson, 
Grade  IX 

The  Lonely  Shore 

Shelly  was  restless  and  afraid.  Something  was 
wrong  at  this  old  mansion.  It  was  so  quiet  here — 
too  quiet.  Against  all  of  her  friends'  wishes, 
Shelly  had  rented  a  room  in  the  mansion  on  the 
Salamahi  estate  on  Key  West,  one  of  the  islands  off 
Florida's  coast.  Now  she  thought  that  the  rumours 
about  this  house  once  being  a  hideout  for  gangsters, 
who  had  stolen  a  fortune  in  jewels,  might  be  true. 
Maybe  the  leader  really  had  betrayed  the  mob  and 
in  doing  so  been  killed  himself.  Maybe  the  jewels 
were  still  hidden  in  the  mansion.  But  that  was 
nonsense!  This  estate  was  so  beautiful!  How 
could  anything  like  that  ever  have  happened  here? 
Shelly 's  gaze  drifted  toward  the  ocean  shore.  The 
beach  was  quiet  and  still.  The  moon  shone  on 
the  rippling  water  and  the  white  sand.  The  palm 
trees  swayed  gracefully  m  the  wind.  She  went  to 
bed  thinking  about  her  holiday. 

What  was  that?  Shelly  sat  up  in  bed.  There 
it  was  again!  That  noise!  It  sounded  like  a 
motor.  Shelly  sprang  from  her  bed,  slipped  on  her 
bathrobe  and  crept  silently  down  the  stairs.  She 
heard  it  again  and  froze  against  the  wall,  then  tip- 
toed silently  to  the  door  and  onto  the  porch.  The 
refreshing  wind  blowing  against  her  and  the  silence 
made  Shelly  wonder  if  she  had  been  dreaming. 
Then  she  saw  a  light  coming  from  the  direction  of 
the  shore.  Shelly  ran  towards  the  beach  and  crept 
behind  a  palm  tree. 


As  she  gazed  over  the  sand  before  her,  a  look 
of  horror  suddenly  filled  her  eyes.  She  grew  faint 
with  fear.  There — lying  on  the  sand  before  her 
were  two  bodies.  They  did  not  move  and  showed 
no  signs  of  life.  The  light,  which  was  focused  on 
them,  revealed  dark  patches  on  the  surrounding 
sand.  The  light  came  from  a  flashlight  held  by  a 
man  whose  features  were  covered  by  a  thick  black 
blanket. 

Shelly  watched,  terrified,  as  the  man  calmly 
carried  the  bodies,  one  by  one,  to  a  motor  boat 
pulled  up  on  shore.  He  then  rowed  a  short 
distance,  started  the  motor,  and  was  soon  out  of 
sight. 

Shelly  ran  back  to  the  mansion  and  flew  up  the 
stairs.  She  ran  to  Mr.  Gray's  bedroom  and 
pounded  on  the  door.  There  was  no  answer. 
Shelly  concluded  that  he  was  asleep.  She  ran 
trembling  to  her  own  bedroom.  Sleep  would  not 
come.  She  lay  awake  in  bed  thinking  until  dawn. 
Who  were  those  men?  Why  were  they  here? 
Maybe  it  was  better  that  her  landlord  had  not 
wakened.  He  probably  would  not  have  believed 
her  anyway.  She  had  been  expecting  such  a 
wonderful  holiday  and  now  this  had  happened! 

The  next  morning  at  breakfast  Shelly  blurted 
out  that  she  wanted  to  leave.  Mr.  Gray  seemed  to 
stiffen;  he  eyed  her  coldly,  but  said  nothing. 

As  Shelly  walked  past  Mr.  Gray's  bedroom, 
she  suddenly  stopped !  Through  the  open  door  she 
saw  a  thick  black  blanket  lying  in  a  heap  on  the 
floor.  She  stepped  fearfully  into  the  room  to 
inspect  it.  The  blanket  had  two  dark  red  spots  in 
one  corner.    Shelly  shook  with  fear. 

Suddenly  she  heard  a  voice  behind  her.  "So  you 
know?  I  thought  so."  She  swung  around.  There 
stood  Mr.  Gray  holding  a  gun  in  his  hand. 

"No!"  screamed  Shelly.     A  shot  rang  out. 

It  is  the  following  evening.  The  moon  is 
shining  on  the  rippling  water  and  the  white  sand. 
The  palm  trees  sway  gracefully  in  the  wind.  The 
shore  is  quiet  and  lonely  once  more. 

Cydney  Burrell, 
Grade  IX 


Too  Late 

Leaping  from  her  bed,  Elaine  Cushmg  remem- 
bered the  day.  Today  was  their  fifth  wedding 
anniversary  and  how  she  wished  Andre  were 
home.  Tearfully  she  recalled  the  sad  goodbyes 
when  Andre  had  left  for  Vancouver.  Ever  since 
then  her  one  hope  had  been  that  he  would  be  back 
in  time  to  celebrate  this  joyous  event.  But  alas, 
fate  intervened,  and  now  as  she  sat  alone  on  the 
edge  of  her  bed,  she  remembered,  and  prayed.  At 
least,  she  thought,  he  would  send  her  a  present. 
He  had  promised. 
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Breakfast  was  tasteless,  and  tears  streamed  into 
the  empty  coffee  cup,  but  Elaine  had  faith,  for  there 
were  still  ten  hours  until  midnight.  Noisily  a 
telephone  jangled,  and  she  raced  to  answer  the  call. 
It  was  only  the  maid  asking  if  she  could  take  the 
day  off.  Suddenly  Elaine  brightened  and  dashed  to 
her  bedroom.  Twenty  minutes  later  she  emerged, 
a  radiant,  spotless  angel,  beaming  in  an  Alice-blue 
dress  with  her  hair  brushed  back  to  the  nape  of 
her  soft  neck.  A  picture  indeed,  as  she  stood 
hesitating  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs ! 

The  hours  passed  swiftly  and  at  last  the  mail' 
man  came.  Trembling  visibly,  Elaine  fingered 
through  the  mail  —  a  bill,  a  post  card  from  her 
sister,  another  bill,  a  letter,  and  at  last,  a  parcel. 
She  glanced  at  the  upper  left-hand  corner  but  saw 
no  return  address.  Her  heart  stopped  beating  as 
she  tore  off  layers  of  paper  only  to  find  a  brooch 
from  her  aunt.  Terrified  at  the  thought,  she  sat 
down  on  the  couch  and  cried  softly.  Wouldn't  he 
even  remember  their  anniversary?  Had  she  dressed 
up  for  a  disappointment?  No!  Surely  she  must 
trust  him!  It  was  still  only  three  in  the  afternoon 
and  it  was  still  the  glorious  day. 

But  as  the  minutes  passed  indifferently,  each 
succeeding  tick  told  her  more  plainly  that  there 
was  no  use  waiting.  Slowly  and  deliberately  she 
peeled  off  her  dress  and  climbed  into  the  nut-brown 
robe  which  he  had  given  her  for  Christmas.  Yes, 
it  was  midnight,  and  as  the  chimes  pealed  from 
the  grandfather-clock  she  realized  that  it  was  too 
late  and  her  fifth  wedding  anniversary  was  all  over. 

To  think  he  had  not  even  written  to  her,  sent 
her  flowers,  or  even  a  telegram!  Disgusted  now, 
she  stared  at  the  large  photograph  of  their  wedding 
where  they  stood,  hand  in  hand,  faces  beaming  at 
the  rosy  future.  Traitor!  She  strode  angrily  to  the 
picture,  picked  it  up,  and  flung  it  across  the 
room,  not  caring  if  she  ever  saw  it  again.  But  she 
did  not  care  too  little  to  notice  that  where  the 
picture  had  stood,  now  lay  a  dainty  white  tissue- 
wrapped  package.  She  stepped  closer.  Beside  it 
lay  a  note.  —  "To  my  dear  Elaine,"  it  read.  "After 
having  lived  with  you  for  five  wonderful  years,  I 
know  you  as  well  as  I  do  my  favourite  book.  I 
know  your  many  charms,  and  I  know  your  fiery 
temper.  Yes,  I  know,  too,  why  you  found  this 
note,  and  how  you  found  it.  You  see,  I  often  forget 
things,  and  I  knew  that  if  I  didn't  do  it  this  way 
I  would  probably  forget  even  our  anniversary.  So 
I  found  this  little  gift,  and  put  it  here  because  I 
knew  you  would  find  it.  Oh,  I  don't  mind  if  the 
lamp  is  broken,  but  I  still  bet  that  our  picture  isn't 
even  bent.     Elaine,  can  you  ever  forgive  me?  .  .  ." 

What  follows  is  not  to  be  written,  but  wearing 
her  lovely  watch,  Elaine  will  always  remember 
how  the  hours  ticked  away  until  it  was  too  late  — 
but  yet  not  too  late,  for  her  fifth  anniversary! 

Signe  Salzberg, 
Grade  IX 


Red 

Red  is  a  strong  and  powerful  colour.  It  can 
portray  happiness,  sadness,  mystery,  and  even 
distress. 

There  is  the  red  that  chases  the  yellow  and  pink 
in  a  dying  sunset,  and  casts  a  warm,  friendly  glow 
of  peace  over  the  world.  Such  colourful  peace  can 
inspire  the  lucky  ones  to  thank  the  Lord  for  their 
good  fortune,  and  the  unlucky  ones  to  pray  for  a 
better  future. 

There  is  the  faint  reddish  tint  that  crosses  a 
young  girl's  face  at  a  well-meant  compliment,  or  at 
the  mention  of  her  idol's  name. 

There  is  the  felicitous  red  that  makes  its  way 
into  the  hearts  of  many  at  the  sight  of  a  happy  boy 
flying  down  a  ski-trail  in  a  bright  red  sweater  with 
healthy,  glowing  cheeks  to  match.  This  picture  is 
enough  to  make  anyone  gay,  and  ready  to  appreciate 
life  at  its  best. 

There  is  the  frightening  red  that  penetrates  our 
minds  with  a  bright  flash  and  an  accompanying 
whine.  It  is  the  blinking  ambulance  that  drives 
panic  into  some  hearts  and  relief  into  others.  It  is 
one  of  the  reds  signifying  life  and  death. 

There  is  the  rich,  flowing  red  blood  that  keeps 
us  alive.  It  is  a  vital  colour,  and  well-known  to  all. 
Its  presence  signifies  life  to  the  ill  person,  or  death 
to  the  soldier  shot  down  in  a  battle. 

There  is  the  warm  red  found  in  the  symbol  of 
the  famous  Red  Cross  which  signifies  hope  and  aid 
to  the  suffering,  occasioned  by  pestilence,  floods, 
fires  and  epidemics. 

There  is  the  cold,  revolutionary  red  shown  in 
flags  belonging  to  the  anarchist  groups  throughout 
the  world  who  do  not  believe  in  a  lasting  peace. 

There  is  the  radiant,  glowing  red  of  a  robin's 
breast  as  it  joyfully  announces  the  coming  of  spring, 
the  new  season  that  puts  hope  into  the  hearts  of 
everyone. 

There  is  the  mysterious  red  of  the  hearth-fire 
that  brings  warmth  and  relaxation  to  all  and  which 
one  finds  impossible  to  resist  when  the  tongues  of 
flame  beckon  one  to  rest  and  to  peace. 

These  are  the  reds  that  are  known  the  world 
over;  the  reds  found  in  grand  mansions  and  lowly 
shacks;  on  open  fields  and  crowded  streets;  by 
proud  people  and  humble  folks;  in  times  of  war  and 
in  times  of  peace. 

Red  may  be  just  a  little  word  but  it  is  a  colour 
rich  in  meaning  and  significant  in  the  lives  of  all. 

Sue  Mack, 
Grade  XI 
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The  Candlelit  Church 

So  many  brides  have  come  this  way 

In  storied  times  of  yesterday; 

By  candlelight  their  vows  were  said  — 

A  soft  sheen  haloed  each  one's  head. 

The  warm  glow  fell  on  silks  and  lace 

And  armour  in  this  holy  place, 

Gave  golden  crowns  to  those  who  came 

To  be  baptised  in  His  name. 

The  candlelight  fell  too,  on  crowds 

Who  homage  paid  to  some  in  shrouds. 

So  many  feet  have  softly  trod 

By  candlelight  to  come  to  God. 

Carol  Wallace, 
Grade  XI 

Marietta 

"Marietta,  Marietta!"  a  middle-aged  woman 
with  grey  hair  called  to  a  merry  child  with  blue 
eyes.    "Come  herer 

"Look,  Maman,  look  I"  the  little  girl  cried, 
hurrying  up  to  her  mother.  "I've  caught  a  beautiful 
butterfly!" 

Ignoring  her  remark,  the  lady  said,  "Marietta, 
be  still.  All  is  ready.  We  leave  England  tomorrow 
for  France,  Papa,  and  the  boys." 

Marietta  stopped  admiring  the  butterfly  and 
excitedly  asked,  "Maman,  are  we  really  going  at 
last?  Do  you  think  Papa  will  think  me  quite  a 
grown-up  lady?" 

"Of  course,  ma  petite,"  answered  her  mother, 
Madame  Norteau,  her  mind  already  busily  planning 
the  things  that  had  to  be  done.  "Run  along  now 
and  play." 

Marietta  meant  everything  to  Madame  Norteau. 
She  was  a  small  ray  of  sunshine  in  Madame's  grim 
world  of  reality.  For  Madame  Norteau  had  lost  her 
youngest  daughter,  Colette,  and  all  her  relations  in 
the  plague.  She  had  sent  her  husband  and  small 
sons  to  France  and  safety,  but  Marietta  had  refused 
to  leave  her  mother  when  she  stayed  in  England  to 
nurse  her  sister.  Now,  they  were  at  last  leaving 
for  France. 

That  night  Marietta  could  hardly  sleep  for 
excitement.  She  would  be  going  home  at  last,  and 
be  able  to  see  dear  Papa  and  her  two  brothers, 
Henri  and  Francois.  Of  course  she  had  loved 
England,  but  she  had  been  born  in  France  and  the 
French  blood  was  strong  in  her. 

A  week  later,  Marietta,  in  a  new  cape  and  dress, 
climbed  aboard  the  coach  and  they  set  off  for 
Dover  and  the  boat.  As  they  neared  the  great  city 
of  London,  a  shadow  of  gloom  fell  upon  Marietta's 
happiness. 

"My  poor,  poor  London,"  she  said  aloud,  "they 
are  building  you  up  again." 

Indeed  they  were,  for  after  the  Great  Fire  of 
London,  which  had  done  some  good  by  ridding  the 


city  of  the  dreadful  plague,  King  Charles  II  had 
decreed  that  a  start  was  to  be  made  at  rebuilding 
the  city. 

"How  changed  you  are  becoming,"  Marietta 
sighed,  "and  you  will  never  be  the  same." 

"What  are  you  mumbling  about?"  asked 
Madame  Norteau.  "Think  of  it!  We  shall  soon 
be  in  France." 

"Do  you  have  no  love  for  England,  Maman?" 
asked  Marietta. 

"Of  course,  of  course,  child,"  answered 
Madame  Norteau,  "but  I  was  raised  in  France, 
and  that  is  where  I  belong." 

This  only  made  Marietta  feel  worse  and  she  sat 
thoughtfully  in  the  carriage  until  they  arrived  at 
the  inn  where  they  would  stay  while  in  London. 

"Now  Marietta,"  said  Madame  Norteau  as 
they  left  the  coach,  "you  may  play  in  the  garden 
until  tea-time,  but  do  not  wander  off  because  we 
shall  leave  immediately  after  tea." 

"Yes,  Maman,"  Marietta  said  as  she  skipped  off. 

"Only  a  few  more  hours  left,"  she  said  mourn- 
fully to  a  sparrow  who  was  perched  on  a  branch 
of  a  great  oak  tree,"  and  all  I  can  see  of  London  is 
this  small  garden." 

"Chirp,  chirp,"  chattered  the  sparrow  softly  as 
if  he  were  feeling  sorry  for  her. 

"I  know  what  I  shall  do,"  said  Marietta,  "I 
shall  walk  down  the  street  just  a  little  way."  Then, 
gathering  up  her  skirts  primly,  she  climbed  over  the 
fence  and  was  soon  walking  down  the  street. 

What  desolation  met  her  eyes!  The  streets 
were  heaped  with  cinders  and  a  burnt  smell  hung 
in  the  air.  Here  and  there  she  could  also  see 
carpenters  rebuilding.  Sadly  she  walked  on.  Her 
London  was  certainly  changing,  and  yet  she  could 
not  bear  the  thought  of  leaving. 

Walking  still  a  little  way,  Marietta  stopped 
aghast.  Why,  the  beautiful  cathedral,  her  cathedral, 
had  been  burnt  to  the  ground! 

"Oh,  no!"  said  Marietta  aloud,  "Why,  Maman 
used  to  take  me  here  every  Sunday.  I  can't  believe 
it!" 

But  the  truth  was  there  and  Marietta 
began  to  understand  the  great  toll  the  fire  had 
taken.  She  felt  now  that  it  was  better  for  her  to 
leave  London,  because  the  city  would  no  longer  be 
the  London  she  had  once  known.  Already  she  felt 
a  stranger  lost  in  an  unfamiliar  world. 

"Perhaps  some  day,"  she  reflected,  "some  day 
in  the  far  future,  I  shall  return."  Then  turning, 
she  ran  quickly  back  to  the  inn. 

"Marietta!"  her  mother  cried.  "Where  have 
you  been?   We  have  been  frantic.    Are  you  ready?" 

"Yes,  Maman,"  Marietta  replied,  "I  am  ready." 

Katherine  Kaufmann, 
Grade  VIII 
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Deserted 

All  is  still.  The  streets,  broken  and  cluttered 
with  rubble,  give  back  an  ominous  silence.  The 
bleak  outline  of  a  bomb-shattered  building  is 
silhouetted  cold  and  sinister,  m  the  dying  sun. 

Suddenly,  that  terrifying  silence  is  broken!  A 
thin,  tremulous  wail  simmers  through  the  air  and  a 
small  shadow  moves  beneath  the  shell  of  a  building. 
Large,  haunted  eyes  search  the  cold,  deserted  street, 
while  a  thin  voice  utters  a  wail  of  anguish  only  to 
die  to  a  faint  whisper. 

He  is  a  mere  shadow  —  his  tiny  form,  hunger' 
torn,  bruised  and  cut,  wasted  away  almost  to 
nothing.  He  stumbles  along,  clutching  his  dirty, 
torn,  teddy  bear  for  warmth  and  comfort.  His  face, 
streaked  with  tear  stains,  is  covered  with  dirt.  He 
staggers  and  falls  to  the  ground  and  his  body 
shakes  with  deep  sobs.  His  teddy  bear  is  crushed 
beneath  him.  His  anguished  sobs  decrease  until 
once  more  there  is  silence. 

As  the  last  rays  of  the  setting  sun  fade  into  the 
pale,  watery  moonlight,  a  tiny,  inert  form  can  be 
seen  with  one  ear  of  a  teddy  bear  showing  beside 
him.     He  has  been  left  at  a  time  of  disaster  — 
deserted! 

Shelagh  Kelsey, 
GradeXI 


The  White  Lady  of  Gofton 

The  lights  of  Gofton  Manor  shimmered  in  front 
of  me  as  my  carriage  wound  up  the  long  driveway. 
At  times  they  seemed  to  flicker  and  disappear  as 
the  wind  whipped  the  driving  rain  into  a  watery 
curtain. 

A  welcome  glow  of  light  pierced  the  darkness 
as  my  host,  Lord  Gofton,  opened  the  door  to  greet 
me.  He  led  me  into  a  large  panelled  library,  where 
the  cheery  warmth  of  a  roaring  fire  soon  dispelled 
the  dampness  and  gloom  of  my  dreary  journey. 

"You  are  determined  to  go  through  with  it?" 
asked  Lord  Gofton.  "Our  White  Lady  has 
unnerved  more  than  one  brave  man,  you  know." 

I  nodded.  "I  have  never  believed  in  ghosts,  and 
though  I  don't  doubt  that  you  and  the  others  did 
see  something,  I  feel  sure  there  is  a  logical  explana' 
tion  for  it." 

Lord  Gofton  shrugged  his  shoulders  in  resigna- 
tion. "Very  well  then,"  he  said,  "it's  late,  and 
though  I  don't  expect  you  to  get  much  sleep,  I'll 
show  you  to  the  haunted  room." 


Holding  a  candle  high  above  his  head,  Lord 
Gofton  led  the  way  up  the  wide,  central  staircase, 
then  down  a  long  corridor  at  the  end  of  which  was 
a  heavy,  baize  door.  Here  he  stopped,  and  turning, 
handed  me  the  candle. 

"I  needn't  go  any  farther  with  you,"  he  said, 
"in  fact,  to  be  truthful,  this  is  as  far  as  I  want  to  go. 
You  smile!  Well,  I  can  only  say  that  I  hope  you 
will  still  be  smiling  in  the  morning.  Now  I  wish 
you  a  good  night." 

Behind  the  heavy  door  a  narrow  flight  of  stairs 
brought  me  to  the  haunted  room.  Some  of  my 
courage  had  begun  to  ebb.  The  faint  light  of  the 
candle  barely  reached  the  walls  of  the  room,  so  that 
the  huge  four-poster  bed  seemed  to  disappear  into 
unknown  darkness.  Eerie  shadows  from  the 
flickering  candle  did  nothing  to  reassure  me,  and  I 
shivered,  even  though  the  room  itself  was  warm. 

I  lay  down  on  the  bed  without  undressing, 
placing  the  revolver,  which  I  felt  would  discourage 
any  ghost,  on  a  table  beside  the  bed.  Outside,  the 
storm  seemed  to  heighten.  Rain  lashed  against  the 
window,  and  the  wind  howled  and  shrieked  around 
the  gables  and  chimneys  of  the  old  house.  Finally 
I  dozed  off  into  a  fitful  sleep. 

It  may  have  been  minutes  later,  it  may  have  been 
hours  —  I  will  never  know  —  that  I  was  awakened 
by  a  light  tapping  noise.  Sitting  up,  I  reached  for 
the  revolver  and  looked  around  me.  There  was 
nothing.  The  blackness  of  the  room  seemed 
almost  thick  enough  to  feel.  Then  my  blood  ran 
cold,  for  there  against  the  wall  in  a  far  corner  of  the 
room,  was  the  figure  of  a  woman  dressed  in  white, 
seeming  to  sway  with  a  terrible  movement  towards 
the  bed. 

In  a  trance,  I  watched  it,  but  suddenly  I  sprang 
back  to  life  again.  Picking  up  the  revolver,  I 
wildly  began  firing  at  the  approaching  figure  — 
once,  twice,  but  still  it  seemed  to  come  on.  In  a 
frenzy  I  emptied  the  revolver  and  flung  it  at  my 
assailant,  but  she  still  seemed  to  advance,  silent  and 
menacing.  Just  as  I  heard  a  loud  crash,  I  must  have 
fainted  from  sheer  terror.  When  I  regained 
consciousness,  the  mysterious  figure  had  vanished. 
Sinking  back  into  the  pillow  I  fell  into  a  sleep  of 
deep  exhaustion. 

The  next  morning  I  was  up  early  thinking  that 
a  walk  in  the  brilliant  sunshine  might  remove  some 
of  the  terror  which  still  hung  upon  me.  It  happened 
that  I  passed  beside  the  wing  of  the  house  where  the 
haunted  room  was  located.  There  on  the  ground 
lay  the  halves  of  a  giant  oak  which  apparently 
had  been  struck  by  lightning  during  the  previous 
night's  storm.  As  I  gazed  at  it,  I  suddenly  realized 
that  the  branches  of  the  fallen  tree  formed  the 
perfect  outline  of  a  woman's  figure !  Gofton  Manor 
would  never  more  be  bothered  by  the  White  Lady. 

Barbara  Wrenshall, 

Grade  IX 
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The  Alien  World  of  Sport 

I  have  always  looked  upon  any  object  which 
remotely  resembled  a  ball  with  suspicion  and 
complete  distrust,  and  regarded  physical  education 
teachers  as  my  mortal  enemies.  I  am  definitely  the 
indoor  type  —  my  nose  freezes  on  toboganning 
parties  and  my  feet  hurt  on  nature  hikes.  The 
thought  of  anything  more  strenuous  than  tiddly- 
winks  makes  me  wish  I  were  going  to  the  dentist 
instead.  I  have  never  heard  the  urgent  call  of  the 
great  outdoors,  and  never  expect  to.  Besides,  I 
hate  fish,  I  loathe  pork  and  beans,  and  I  always 
drop  the  coffee  thermos.  These  I  suspect  are  the 
reasons  I  am  never  invited  on  pack  trips  any  more. 

My  first  painful  brush  with  the  athletic  world 
occurred  at  the  age  of  six,  when  my  young  life  was 
blighted  by  the  gift  of  a  pair  of  skates.  Already  I 
knew  what  this  meant  —  after  all  hadn't  I  been 
through  it  all  before  with  my  kiddy-car  and  my 
little  red  tricycle?  Even  the  fact  that  Barbara  Ann 
Scott's  autograph  graced  the  blades  was  little 
consolation.  Well,  skates  in  hand,  father  and  I  set 
out  for  the  rink  and  my  first  skating  lesson.  The 
events  of  the  afternoon  were  too  painful  to  relate 
and  nothing  much  was  done  about  my  skating 
career  for  several  years.  Then  —  one  fateful  day 
when  I  was  eight,  father  decided  that  it  was  high 
time  I  joined  the  skating  club.  We  dug  out  my 
"Barbara  Anns"  but  they  were  too  small,  so  we 
bought  a  new  pair.  These  came  with  a  personal 
letter  from  Sonja  Henie  and  had  red  pom-poms  on 
the  laces.  I  shall  never  forget  my  poor  instructor ! 
Never  has  a  man  tried  so  hard  to  teach  someone 
her  edges  with  such  heartbreaking  results.  He 
spent  hours,  desperation  in  his  voice  and  sweat  on 


his  brow,  trying  to  show  me  how  to  do  "shoot  the 
duck"  without  looking  like  the  "Dying  Swan",  or 
rather  the  dead  swan.  I  think  he  was  one  of  the 
kindest  people  I  ever  knew;  he  even  endangered  his 
excellent  reputation  as  a  teacher  by  allowing  me  to 
skate  in  his  carnivals.  I  finally  persuaded  him  to 
persuade  my  parents  that  there  was  no  hope  for  me, 
and  I  gleefully  put  the  silver  blades  away  forever. 

My  family  are  great  horse-lovers  and  with  much 
help,  encouragement,  and  an  abundance  of  dire 
threats  from  my  father  I  have  somehow  managed  to 
become  a  fairly  proficient  equestrienne.  But  none 
of  this  came  about  without  a  great  deal  of  torture, 
patience,  and  "blood,  sweat  and  tears"  on  the  part 
of  father,  myself — and  the  horse.  My  first 
riding  experience  was  gained  on  a  fat  welsh  pony 
named  Jiggs,  who  looks  like  Winston  Churchill 
from  behind  when  he  is  wearing  his  stable  coat. 
Needless  to  say,  Jiggs  and  I  have  never  become  fast 
friends.  He  would  stand  for  hours  on  my  foot 
staring  blandly  off  into  the  wild  blue  yonder  while 
the  little  pig  that  went  to  market  was  being  driven 
slowly,  like  a  spike  into  the  earth. 

My  golfing  also  leaves  much  to  be  desired 
although  I  am  improving.  Last  time  I  made  it  in 
thirty-six  and  I  did  even  better  on  the  second  hole. 
My  only  attempt  at  skiing  was  the  eventful 
occasion  when  I  sailed  down  Hunter's  Hill,  a  non- 
descript peak  with  an  elevation  of  approximately 
twenty-five  feet,  and  crashed  into  the  proverbial 
tree  at  the  bottom.  And,  much  to  my  joy,  it  has 
been  agreed  that  it  would  be  endangering  the  lives 
of  innocent  people  to  allow  me  to  go  on  playing 
baseball.  This  momentous  decision  was  reached 
after  I  had  broken  my  third  catcher's  nose  by 
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throwing  my  bat.  In  fact  everyone  has  just  about 
given  up  hope  of  my  ever  becoming  an  Olympian. 
Even  my  father  has  stopped  buying  me  noseplugs, 
and  memberships  in  the  Tennis  Club.  One  of  my 
very  old  friends  (he  has  manfully  escorted  me  to 
football  games  and  explained  the  plays  to  me  for 
years)  very  kindly  puts  it  this  way  —  "Kathy 
doesn't  want  to  be  strong  and  healthy,  she  wants 
to  be  pale  and  interesting." 

Katherine  Fahlman, 
Grade  XI 


Footsteps 

If  you  were  to  stand  on  a  hill  in  southern 
Alberta  on  a  winter's  night,  you  would  usually 
hear  very  strong  winds  thrashing  through  the  trees, 
causing  the  long,  prairie  grasses  to  float  in  dark, 
shiny  waves  over  the  rolling  dry  land. 

Lying  in  bed  on  just  such  an  eerie  night,  I 
heard  a  soft  padding  sound  like  that  of  human 
footsteps,  and  as  I  listened,  this  was  followed  by 
a  low  moaning.  As  my  parents  were  away,  and 
my  sister  already  asleep,  I  could  not  think  who 
could  be  moving  about.  I  was  just  telling  myself 
that  I  had  imagined  it  all  when  the  sudden  slamming 
of  a  door  made  me  sit  bolt  upright.  Sitting  there 
motionless,  I  heard  the  moaning  change  to  a  whistle, 
and  then  gradually  to  a  piercing  shriek. 

I  could  stand  the  suspense  no  longer.  Cautiously, 
I  moved  my  left  hand  to  the  light'switch,  and 
stepped  out  of  bed.  Feeling  like  a  prowler,  I 
trailed  the  foot-steps  to  my  sister's  bedroom,  and  as 
my  eye  fell  on  the  windowsill  I  suddenly  felt  glad 
that  in  my  panic  I  had  not  wakened  her.  I  almost 
laughed  as  I  looked  at  the  windows  and  remembered 
how  often  Father  had  promised  to  change  the  loose 
copper  weather'Strippmg.  Each  time  the  wind 
came  whistling  through  the  cracks  it  made  those 
irritating  noises.  I  stood  and  watched  the  steady 
flapping  of  the  piece  of  tinfoil  that  I  had  carefully 
put  there  myself  to  stop  the  rain  from  seeping 
through  the  window  casings,  and  I  recognized  the 
soft  padding  sound  that  had  so  clearly  been  human 
footsteps. 

It  only  remained  to  go  downstairs  and  lock  the 
back  door  whose  broken  latch  allowed  it  to  swing 
open  in  the  wind.  I  then  returned  sheepishly  to 
bed  and  slept  peacefully  until  morning. 

Pamela  MacCharles, 
Grade  IX 


The  Storm 

Crash!  A  tree  thundered  to  the  ground;  the 
desolate,  haunted  house  creaked  and  groaned  in  the 
tormenting  wind.  The  storm  became  more  violent. 
Two  men  and  a  girl,  refugees  from  the  storm, 
huddled  together  in  a  large  room  that  seemed  as 


if  it  had  once  been  an  art  gallery.  Plaster  had 
fallen  from  the  cracks  in  the  ceiling  when  branches 
from  overhanging  trees  had  fallen  on  the  roof. 
The  floor  creaked  with  each  step. 

All  was  quiet  in  the  house  except  for  the 
turbulent  wind  that  whistled  around  the  sills. 
Suddenly,  through  the  howling  of  the  wind,  foot- 
steps could  be  heard  coming  slowly  down  the  hall. 
The  three  people  huddled  more  closely  together, 
terrified,  for  they  had  heard  that  the  house  was 
haunted,  but  had  never  dared  to  believe  it.  The 
footsteps  came  closer  and  closer,  pausing  occa- 
sionally, as  if  the  person  was  listening  for  something. 
Finally,  the  footsteps  stopped  outside  the  door. 
All  eyes  grew  larger  with  fear  as  the  old  door 
creaked  open  and  a  figure,  clad  in  white  and  carrying 
a  candle,  walked  slowly  in.  From  the  faint  glow  of 
the  candle,  they  could  distinguish  a  woman  in  a 
long  white  robe  with  a  hood.  The  woman's  face 
was  deathly  white  in  the  candlelight,  and  there  was 
as  odd  gleam  in  her  piercing  eyes.  The  figure 
stared  at  them  until  their  nerves  were  on  edge.  The 
girl  tried  to  scream,  but  her  throat  seemed  para- 
lysed. The  figure  did  not  move.  The  candle 
flickered  in  the  breeze  that  drifted  across  the  room. 

The  storm  outside  seemed  to  become  more 
violent  and  the  thunder  crashed  like  a  roll  of  drums. 
A  cackle  broke  the  stillness  of  the  room.  The  girl 
fainted  with  fright.  The  two  men  jumped  forward 
as  if  to  protect  her.  The  woman  cackled  again, 
and  the  men  presumed  that  she  was  mad.  The 
wick  of  the  candle  was  slowly  beginning  to  burn 
down.  How  long  was  this  crazy  nightmare  to  last? 
What  was  she  going  to  do  with  them?  The  men 
saw  that  the  woman's  plan  was  probably  to  wait 
until  the  candle  was  burnt  out  and  they  were  left 
m  darkness.  What  was  the  rest  of  the  plan?  The 
dull  moan  of  the  girl's  waking  up  shattered  the 
horror -filled  silence.  The  moans  only  seemed  to 
coincide  with  the  destructive  wind.  The  men, 
keeping  one  eye  on  the  woman,  helped  her  to  her 
feet.  The  woman's  steady  stare  never  wavered, 
despite  the  slight  disturbance  in  front  of  the  fire. 
As  if  to  warn  them,  though,  she  took  a  few  more 
steps  towards  them.  They  shrank  back  nearer  to 
the  dying  embers  of  the  fire,  the  men  still  protecting 
the  girl.  One  of  the  men  opened  his  mouth  as  if  to 
speak,  but  the  terrifying  look  that  the  woman  gave 
him,  removed  all  thought  of  speech  from  his  mind. 
The  three  people  eyed  one  another  with  horror- 
stricken  eyes,  and  then  looked  warily  at  the  woman 
who  still  stood  in  front  of  them,  staring.  The 
candle  finally  flickered  out,  and  spontaneously,  the 
men  lunged  forward. 

"Cut,"  bellowed  the  producer  jumping  up. 
"We'll  have  to  retake  that  last  part  again,  but  we'll 
have  a  short  rest  now  and  return  to  the  set  in  about 
twenty  minutes.    That's  all  for  now." 

Beryl  Hoare, 
Grade  XI 
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The  Massacre 

The  Indians  had  surrounded  the  settlement  and 
were  shooting  their  flaming  arrows  over  the  high 
walls  of  the  Selkirk  Fortress.  The  soldiers,  their 
uniforms  torn  and  coated  with  dust,  fought  with 
every  ounce  of  strength  they  possessed.  It 
was  their  wives  and  their  children  who  cringed  in 
the  shelter  below,  frightened  of  approaching  death. 
The  women,  their  faces  streaked  with  tears,  closed 
their  eyes  in  earnest  prayer  to  God.  They  prayed 
for  their  husbands,  they  prayed  for  the  whimpering 
children  at  their  sides,  and  last  of  all,  they  prayed 
for  themselves,  that  they  might  have  courage  to 
face  the  future. 

These  were  brave  men  and  women,  pioneers 
who  opened  a  gateway  for  us  today. 

The  Indians,  screaming  from  the  sturdy  backs 
of  their  painted  ponies,  thought  only  of  revenge 
against  these  wbitemen  who  had  invaded  their 
country.  They  felt  no  pity  for  the  courageous 
people  within  the  walls  they  were  trying  des- 
perately to  burn.  Around  and  around  they 
circled,  never  ceasing  their  war  cries.  At  last,  they 
could  see  the  sign  which  meant  victory  for  them. 
There,  behind  the  strong  oak  walls  was  a  thin 
wisp  of  smoke  trickling  into  the  clear  blue  sky. 

They  retreated  to  a  distant  hill  before  making 
their  final  attack.  Silhouetted  against  the  horizon, 
their  black  hair  whipped  by  the  wind,  they  were  a 
strangely-beautiful  sight.  A  toss  of  a  black  head 
carrying  a  feathered  headdress  was  a  signal  which 
sent  them  whooping  once  more  toward  the  burning 
fortress.    Faster  and  faster  they  rode,  their  horses' 


tails  and  manes  streaming  behind  them,  as  they 
attacked  the  besieged  fort. 

While  this  victorious  feeling  was  rapidly  spread- 
ing outside  the  fortress,  inside  it  was  pitiful. 
Horses  neighed,  dogs  barked,  and  children  hyster- 
ically cried.  The  women,  their  calmness  not 
altogether  lost,  comforted  their  children  as  best 
they  could,  and  then  raced  quickly  to  help  extin- 
guish the  fire.  The  soldiers,  who  were  not  wounded 
or  dead,  loaded  and  reloaded  their  muskets,  firing 
continuously. 

The  fire  was  out  of  control  now,  and  panic 
seized  all  except  the  dead.  Hopelessly  the  people 
milled  like  crazed  sheep,  uncertain  as  to  what  to  do. 
The  air  was  suffocating  as  the  clothing  of  men, 
women,  children,  and  even  the  hides  of  the  animals 
were  turning  to  ashes.  Many  had  already  perished 
in  the  merciless  fire,  and  many  more  were  yet  to  die. 

For  two  days  the  Indians  continued  to  circle 
the  once  solid  fortress,  chanting  weird  songs  to 
their  gods.  Only  a  few  burnt  skulls  and  metal 
objects  could  be  distinguished  among  the  warm, 
black  ashes. 

The  Indians  had  gained  their  revenge. 

Johnny  Terhune  closed  his  history  text  with 
tear-filled  eyes.  How  different  had  been  his  idea 
of  life  among  the  early  settlers  before  he  had  read 
this  sad,  true  tale.  He  had  pictured  sunny  days 
without  school,  a  pony  to  ride,  and  a  mother  not 
continually  reminding  him  to  wash  behind  his  ears. 

Perhaps  all  was  not  so  carefree  in  the  pioneer 
days.  Yes,  Johnny  Terhune  was  glad  that  he  lived 
in  the  twentieth  century. 

Karen  Jones, 

Grade  IX 
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This  year  has  seen  the  establishment  of  the  new 
Senior  School  Library  as  a  valued  and  integral  part 
of  the  life  of  the  School.  The  cataloguing  according 
to  the  Dewey  system  of  the  books  from  the  com' 
bined  Riverbend,  Rupert's  Land  and  Balmoral 
Hall  Libraries,  together  with  the  large  number  of 
valuable  new  books  acquired  as  a  result  of  last 
year's  Library  Tea,  was  completed  by  the  beginning 
of  this  year,  so  that  we  were  able  to  start  from 
September  with  the  new  system. 

It  did  not  take  long  for  everyone  to  become 
familiar  with  the  new  arrangements,  and  with  the 
advantages  of  the  catalogue  file  which  lists  books 
according  to  author  and  title,  and  also  according  to 
their  order  on  the  shelves.  A  short  acquaintance 
with  the  Dewey  classification  numbers  allows  this 
last  list  to  be  used  as  a  subject  index. 

In  order  to  help  borrowers  to  become  accus- 
tomed to  the  new  system,  filmstrips  were  shown, 
illustrating  the  preparation  and  classification  of  the 
books.  There  were  still,  however,  numbers  of 
people  whose  exploration  of  the  Library  rarely 
extended  beyond  the  fiction  shelves,  until  in 
February  the  process  of  "getting  acquainted"  with 
the  new  Library  culminated  in  the  Library  Quiz. 

This  was  designed  to  introduce  competitors  to 
parts  of  the  Library  which  were  still  unknown 
territory  to  some  of  them.  Questions  sent  girls  to 
all  sections  in  search  of  answers;  jumbled  titles  were 
unscrambled;  the  connection  between  call-numbers 
and  subjects  was  investigated;  and  the  use  of  books 
of  reference  was  encouraged  by  such  questions  as : 
"Who  was  known  as  the  Mapmaker?"     "Which 


Spaniard  fought  with  windmills?"  and  "What  does 
ratiocination'  mean?" 

The  winner  from  Grades  X,  XI  and  XII  was 
Faith  Wilson,  and  from  Grades  VII,  VIII  and  IX, 
Barbara  Wrenshall.  Craig  Gowan  House  obtained 
the  highest  number  of  points. 

A  plan  was  established  this  year  to  make  greater 
use  of  out-of-date  periodicals.  Useful  articles  and 
pictures  from  discarded  magazines  are  now  being 
kept  on  file,  and  National  Geographic  magazines 
can  be  made  use  of  with  the  help  of  the  index 
volumes. 

Apart  from  the  books  acquired  at  the  Library 
Tea,  over  sixty  books  have  been  added  to  the 
Library  during  the  year.  The  majority  of  these 
were  gifts;  for  these  our  very  grateful  thanks  are 
due  to  the  donors. 

We  are  also  extremely  grateful  to  Mrs.  Leach 
and  the  mothers  who  helped  her  in  the  formidable 
task  of  repairing  many  battered  books  which  are 
now  back  in  circulation. 

The  smooth  running  of  the  Library  under  the 
new  system  has  been  due  in  no  small  measure  to 
the  work  of  the  Student  Librarian,  Elsie  Albertsen, 
and  the  girls  of  the  Library  Executive  and  Com- 
mittee. They  have  been  responsible  for  circulation, 
posters  and  publicity  for  the  Library,  and  checking, 
as  well  as  for  many  small  tasks,  all  of  which  have 
contributed  to  a  very  successful  year. 

J.  E.  Dawson, 
Staff  Librarian 
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THE  LIBRARY  EXECUTIVE 

1956-1957 


Executive 

Honorary  Librarian Lyn  Stephen 

Librarian Elsie  Albertsen 

Staff  Adviser Mrs.  Dawson 


Margaret  Gillespie  Reesa  Riesenberg 

Margaret  Macdermid  Carol  Stirling 

Susan  Mack  Jayne  Swinden 

Gayle  Morris  Carol  Trimble 

Carol  Wallace 


Gail  Allman 
Maureen  Ford 


Committee 


Barbara  Sidgwick 
Helen  Smith 


Faith  Wilson 


OUR  NEW  JUNIOR  LIBRARY 


This  is  a  room  with  a  charm  and  a  personality  all  its  own.  It  belongs  to  the  Junior 
School  but  the  Kindergarten  comes  to  it  —  some  Senior  girls  come  to  it  —  and  the  Staff 
comes  to  it.  There  is  a  rug  on  the  floor,  a  record  player  and  records  to  go  with  the  books 
on  the  shelves.  We  have  French  stories  in  French,  English  stories  in  English.  There  are 
Bible  stories,  myths,  legends,  fables,  books  on  history,  geography,  biography,  art,  music, 
science  and  fiction,  all  classified  and  catalogued  just  like  the  Senior  Library.  The  reference 
shelves  are  right  up  to  date  with  a  new  Globe  and  Atlas,  a  large  Oxford  Dictionary, 
the  new  Junior  Encyclopaedia  Britannica  and  a  Comptons  on  order. 

A  Junior  Library  —  perhaps  —  but  we  are  all  using  it  —  and  —  loving  it. 
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Underground  Adventure 

It  was  Sunday  evening  and  John  was  taking  a 
stroll  down  the  lane  just  before  he  had  to  come  in 
for  bed.  He  was  thinking  about  the  June  examma' 
tions  and  worrying  a  little  about  the  composition 
paper.  As  he  rounded  a  bend  in  the  road,  he  saw 
something  shiny  in  the  path,  about  the  size  of  a 
quarter.  He  bent  down  to  pick  it  up,  and  as  he 
was  putting  it  in  his  pocket  he  saw  that  where  the 
quarter  had  been,  was  a  small  metal  ring.  He  was 
an  inquisitive  lad,  so  he  pulled  it,  and  a  trap  started 
to  open  at  his  feet.  He  closed  it  quietly  and 
knocked,  just  to  be  polite. 

As  soon  as  he  had  done  this,  a  haughty  butler 
opened  the  door. 

"What  do  you  want?""  he  asked,  in  the  nastiest 
voice  John  had  ever  heard. 

"I,  I  well,  .  .  ." 

"You  want  to  see  Lady  Holly,  eh?"  Thinking 
that  John  was  a  suitor,  he  continued,  "She's  had 
enough  for  one  day,  but  you  may  stay  the  night,  I 
suppose." 


He  led  John,  who  was  too  surprised  to  protest, 
to  a  small  but  cosy  chamber  and  left  him.  He  got 
ready  for  bed,  climbed  in  and  soon  dropped  off  to 
sleep. 

In  the  morning  when  he  awoke,  he  looked  out 
of  the  window,  expecting  to  see  his  mother's 
flowers  in  bloom,  and  hear  the  birds  singing.  Instead 
he  saw  a  large  garden  of  plants,  something  like  giant 
holly.  He  dressed  quickly,  putting  on  a  suit  of 
green  velvet  he  found  on  the  chair.  A  few  minutes 
later  the  butler  arrived  and  took  him  to  breakfast. 
After  that  he  was  told  to  amuse  himself  till  noon 
when  he  would  meet  Lady  Holly.  There  was  not 
much  to  amuse  himself  with  for  everywhere  he 
went  an  invisible  force  from  the  giant  holly  plants 
pushed  him  back.  The  only  place  he  could  go  was 
to  his  room.     The  hours  dragged  by. 

Finally  it  was  time,  and  John  was  led  down  a 
spiral  staircase  into  a  large  bright  room.  There 
on  a  large  couch,  wearing  a  holly  wreath  on  her 
head  and  a  lovely  green  gown,  was  the  most 
beautiful  young  lady  he  had  ever  seen.  She  stepped 
down  and  took  his  hand  and  said  to  the  butler, 
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"Jenkins,  don't  you  think  he  is  a  little  young  for  a 
suitor?" 

"He  knocked  at  the  door,  so  I  thought  .  .  ." 

"But  he  did  not  say  what  he  wanted?" 

"No  .  .  ." 

"I  reject  your  suit,  young  friend,"  she  said, 
turning  to  John,  "hut  I  hope  you  will  stay  and 
visit  our  beautiful  land." 

Those  few  days  were  the  most  exciting  ones 
John  had  ever  spent.  He  walked  through  unusual 
gardens  beneath  his  room,  and  beside  clear  running 
streams  and  small  water  falls. 

At  that  moment  mixed  with  the  sound  of  the 
water,  he  heard  his  mother  calling,  "John,  John, 
wake  up;  the  doctor  is  here  to  see  you." 

After  the  doctor  had  gone,  his  mother  explained. 
He  had  come  in  last  night  from  his  walk  in  a  daze 
and  climbed  into  bed.  This  morning  he  had 
awakened  with  measles. 

His  mother  asked  him  later  where  he  got  the 
shiny  new  quarter  and  the  huge  holly  berries  she 
had  found  in  his  trouser  pocket. 

Marged  Thomas, 
Grade  VI 


Supposing 

Supposing  you  get  the  chicken-pox, 

Be  a  geologist  studying  rocks. 

If  you  just  don't  go  for  that. 

Make  yourself  a  funny  hat. 

Or  if  your  dear  heart  yearns  for  reading, 

Choose  a  book  of  certain  breeding. 

If  it's  dolls  and  toys  you  like, 

For  heaven's  sake,  don't  ride  a  bike. 

Supposing  that  you  get  the  mumps, 

And  your  bed  is  full  of  lumps; 

When  your  throat  is  swollen  up, 

Suppose  you  are  a  poodle  pup. 

If  you're  loving  nature  study, 

Suppose  you're  a  tree,  all  green  and  buddy. 

If  your  mood  is  dull  and  flat. 

Try  to  be  a  persian  cat. 

Perhaps  the  day  is  drear  and  cold ; 
Shine  your  armour,  Knight  so  bold ! 
When  towards  the  lake  you  go, 
And  the  train  is  oh  —  so  —  slow, 
You  could  perhaps  a  blue  jay  be, 
Sitting  on  a  passing  tree. 
So  now,  when  on  your  back  you're  dozing, 
Try  to  spend  your  life  Supposing. 

Joan  Sellers, 
Grade  V 


What  the  Owl  Saw 

An  owl  was  sleeping  on  a  branch  of  a  big  oak 
tree.  It  was  sleeping  because  owls  usually  sleep 
all  day.  One  day,  the  owl  woke  up  because  he 
heard  a  loud  noise.  He  rubbed  his  eyes  to  get  the 
sand  out,  then  he  looked  down  from  the  branch  to 
see  what  was  there.  Then  he  rubbed  his  eyes 
again  because  he  saw  a  strange  animal.  Her  babies 
had  their  tails  wrapped  around  their  mother's  tail. 
The  babies  were  hanging  upside  down  and  were 
swinging  back  and  forth.  The  owl  thought  he  was 
imagining  that,  so  he  tried  to  get  back  to  sleep. 
But  he  could  not  because  he  was  still  thinking 
about  the  strange  animal  that  he  had  seen.  If  you 
go  into  the  same  wood,  and  if  you  go  down  to  the 
old  oak  tree,  you  might  see  the  old  owl.  He  is 
trying  to  think  of  the  name  of  that  strange  animal 
he  saw  on  the  branch  of  the  old  oak  tree  three 
years  ago.    He  still  does  not  know. 

Susan  Bracken, 
Grade  III 

Betty's  Birthday 

One  morning  Betty  asked  her  mother,  "Mum- 
my, when  is  my  birthday?"  Mother  answered, 
"Next  May  the  25th."  "I  want  Daddy  to  get  me 
a  dancing  doll  as  big  as  me,  so  that  I  can  dance 
with  it." 

On  May  the  25th,  when  Betty  woke  up,  what 
do  you  think  she  saw  beside  her  bed?  A  big  dancing 
doll!  "Oh!"  she  said.  "Just  what  I  wanted." 
And  there  was  a  note  on  the  doll.  It  said,  "To 
Betty,  from  Mummy  and  Daddy." 

Jeanie  Riley, 
Grade  II 

A  Snow  Bunting 

Have  you  ever  seen  a  Snow  Bunting?  I've  seen 
a  whole  lot  singing  in  a  maple  tree.  You  see,  I  was 
playing  outside  when  I  saw  the  charming  bird.  It 
was  a  mother  Snow  Bunting  keeping  her  baby 
birds  warm. 

The  babies  were  very  sweet,  and  soon  learned 
to  sing  like  their  mother.  Then  they  learned  how 
to  fly.  In  March  they  went  away.  They  came 
back  again  in  December.  And  how  they  would 
sing!  They  had  lovely  voices.  I  would  dance  to 
their  tune. 

Now  they  have  gone  away,  so  I'm  waiting 
every  day  for  them  to  come  back. 

Kay  Wilson, 
Grade  III 

A  Cat 

I  met  a  cat  as  black  as  night; 

He  loved  to  eat  and  he  loved  to  fight. 

He  went  to  see  a  circus  gay, 

But  couldn't  get  in  for  he  wouldn't  pay. 

Nancy  Sym, 
Grade  III 
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Caribbean  Holiday 

Have  you  ever  wanted  to  visit  Haiti,  Dominican 
Republic,  and  Jamaica? 

Last  year  I  went  to  all  three  of  these  islands. 
The  ship  left  Miami,  Florida,  on  December 
seventeenth  while  the  band  played  and  people 
threw  streamers.  Sailing  down  the  channel  to  the 
South  Atlantic  was  like  fairyland  with  all  the  city 
lights  shining  in  the  distance  under  a  full  moon. 

Port  au  Prince  in  Haiti  was  our  first  stop.  Here 
we  visited  a  museum  that  looked  like  a  little  church. 
The  most  interesting  item  in  the  collection  was  the 
anchor  from  the  ship  "Santa  Maria",  sailed  by 
Christopher  Columbus. 

Late  that  day  our  ship  sailed  for  Cuidad 
Trijello,  Dominican  Republic.  It  is  a  beautiful  city 
and  this  is  where  you  see  the  "Columbus  Tomb". 
The  iron  casket  is  in  a  white  marble  tomb.  We 
were  in  Cuidad  Trijello  for  New  Year's  Eve.  At 
midnight  the  people  always  celebrate  with  fire- 
crackers. The  senoritas  looked  so  lovely  in  their 
Spanish  dresses  and  mantillas. 

We  docked  in  Kingston,  Jamaica,  two  days 
later.  Kingston  is  a  busy,  noisy  sea  port.  Here 
we  rented  a  car  and  drove  over  a  big  mountain  to 
the  north  shore  where  it  is  very  tropical.  We  also 
visited  Montego  Bay  and  Ocho  Rios.  On  the  way 
to  Montego  Bay  we  travelled  along  the  sea,  passing 
the  well  known  "Rose  Hall"  sugar  plantation. 
Many  years  ago,  the  mistress  was  known  as  the 
"White  Witch"  because  she  was  cruel  to  her  slaves. 

After  two  weeks  we  returned  to  Kingston,  then 
to  Port  Antonia  for  a  day.  The  passengers  went 
River  Rafting  in  the  "Rio  Grande"  and  visited  the 
"Blue  Lagoon".  The  "Blue  Lagoon"  is  so  deep 
nobody  knows  its  actual  depth. 

Very  late  that  night  when  the  ship's  anchor  was 
lifted,  we  knew  it  would  not  go  down  until  we 
were  back  in  Florida. 

Brenda  Le  Beau, 
Grade  VI 


In  Mars 

One  night,  Jack  was  lying  in  bed  thinking 
about  the  birthday  party  he  was  to  have  the  next 
day. 

Suddenly  he  found  himself  in  a  very  strange 
land  full  of  queer  little  people  who  were  only  two 
feet  tall.  They  were  all  very  busy  planting  plants 
that  looked  like  cabbages.  Then,  out  of  a  cave 
came  a  strange  man  dressed  in  a  silver  robe.  He 
wore  a  striped  hat  of  gold  and  silver,  and  in  his 
hand  he  had  a  thing  that  looked  like  a  metal  plate. 
This,  Jack  was  told,  was  a  flying  saucer  on  which 
one  travelled  when  in  Mars.  Behind  this  queer 
man  came  hundreds  of  little  people  dancing.  The 
man  called  out  to  Jack. 


"Who  are  you,  and  where  do  you  come  from?" 

"I  am  Jack;  I  come  from  earth.  Who  are  you, 
and  where  am  I?"  asked  Jack. 

"You  are  in  Mars,  and  I  am  the  ruler  of  this 
country.  My  name  is  King  Fit,"  answered  the 
stranger.  "Would  you  like  to  come  with  me  and 
see  my  home?" 

"Yes,  please,"  answered  Jack  politely,  so  they 
both  entered  the  cave. 

It  seemed  a  long  time  before  they  reached  a 
large  room  with  walls  covered  with  gold  plates 
and  a  great  big  light  shining  through  the  ceiling. 
The  seats  were  made  of  toadstools  and  the  table 
was  a  big  trunk  of  a  tree  painted  silver.  In  the 
centre  of  the  room  was  a  huge  gold  throne.  Jack 
and  the  King  sat  down  and  enjoyed  a  meal  of 
raindrops  and  star  pancakes.  After  they  had 
finished  eating,  King  Fit  took  Jack  out  to  see  his 
garden  which  had  the  largest  and  the  most  beautiful 
flowers  that  Jack  had  ever  seen.  They  were  all 
nine  feet  tall  and  all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow. 
That  night  Jack  slept  in  a  bed  which  was  so  low 
it  almost  touched  the  floor. 

Next  morning,  Jack  and  the  King  went  on  a 
journey  over  the  kingdom  and  saw  where  the 
hundreds  of  little  men  made  the  flying  saucers. 

As  they  reached  the  end  of  their  journey,  Jack 
suddenly  found  himself  falling  through  space,  and 
awoke  with  a  scream  to  find  his  trip  to  Mars  had 
only  been  a  dream. 

Jennifer  Alexander, 

Grade  VI 


Wu 

In  China  there  lived  a  small  boy,  Wu, 
Whose  pride  and  joy  was  his  long  black  queue. 

He  liked  to  sit  with  his  bamboo  pole, 

And  catch  silver  fish  for  his  small  round  bowl. 

Sometimes  their  junk  he  would  have  to  bail, 
And  this  he  would  do  with  a  large,  deep  pail. 

Now  little  Wu  is  tied  to  the  mast, 

Though  he  wiggles  and  squirms  he  remains  tied  fast. 

While  he  is  there  he  dreams  of  Shanghai, 
The  fabulous  city  where  big  ships  lie. 

Then  he  goes  to  the  little  hut  on  their  junk, 
And  falls  asleep  in  his  cosy  bunk. 

Nora  Baker, 
Grade  VI 
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JUNIORS  ON  THE  WAY  HOME 


Skating 

I  love  to  go  skating 
On  our  river  rink, 
But  if  the  ice  cracks 
I  surely  wouid  sink. 


Debbie  Dickson, 
Grade  I 


Fluffy  and  Duffy 

I  have  Fluffy  and  Duffy, 
They're  two  little  kittens; 
They  like  to  play 
With  all  my  mittens. 


Elaine  Wiley, 
Grade  I 


My  Teddy 

I  have  a  little  Teddy; 
Teddy  is  his  name. 
I  was  glad  when  Teddy  came. 
And  when  I  go  to  bed  at  night, 
I  hug  him  with  all  my  might. 


Cathy  Pennock, 
Grade  II 


A  Limerick 

There  was  an  old  lady  in  Rome, 

Who  wanted  a  new  dome  on  her  home, 

She  did  not  know  whether 

It  should  be  m  leather, 
But  finally  decided  on  chrome. 


Lynn  Folliott, 
Grade  VI 


My  Grandpa 

His  hair  was  gray,  his  eyes  were  blue, 

They  showed  his  kindness  through  and  through. 

He  had  a  heart,  a  heart  of  gold, 

A  heart  that  never  would  grow  old. 

And  now  though  he  is  out  of  sight, 
I  dream  I  see  him  every  night, 
But  though  dear  Grandpa  I  can't  see, 
I  know  he's  smiling  down  at  me. 

Lily  Swaffield, 
Grade  V 


24 


Aunt  Martha's  Jewel  Box 

Once  upon  a  time  long,  long  ago  there  lived  an 
old,  old  lady  called  Aunt  Martha.  Now  Aunt 
Martha  had  two  nieces,  Helen  and  Mary  Anne. 
Both  were  eleven  years  old,  Helen  was  a  girl  who 
liked  to  get  into  mischief,  while  Mary  Anne  was 
quiet  and  easy-to-please. 

One  day,  while  Helen  and  Mary  Anne  were 
visiting  Aunt  Martha,  she  showed  them  her  old, 
old  jewel  box.  Mary  asked  where  it  came  from, 
and  Aunt  Martha  told  her  it  came  from  her  great- 
great'grandmother.  Helen  said  she  would  love  to 
own  such  a  lovely  thing.  Then  Aunt  Martha 
opened  it.  Immediately  there  arose  a  great 
"Oh-h-h"  from  the  girls,  for  in  the  box  were 
sixty-three  diamonds  and  twenty-two  rubies! 

"What  a  lovely  price  they  would  bring  if  you 
were  to  sell  them,"  said  Helen.  "You  could  go 
around  the  world  twenty-nine  times  over." 

"Yes,  I  could,  but  I  shall  never  sell  them,"  said 
Aunt  Martha,  "because  they  were  willed  to  me  by 
my  great-great-grandmother." 

That  night,  Helen  got  up  very  quietly  and  went 
into  Aunt  Martha's  room.  She  saw  the  jewel  box, 
and  tiptoed  over  to  it.  Very  quietly  she  lifted  the 
top  and  took  six  diamonds  and  two  rubies.  She 
then  tiptoed  back  to  her  bedroom,  put  the  gems 
under  her  pillow  and  went  to  sleep. 

The  next  morning  Aunt  Martha  looked  in  her 
jewel  box  and  discovered  the  jewels  missing. 
Immediately  she  notified  the  police  and  a  search  was 
started.  However,  after  two  months  Aunt  Martha 
gave  up  and  called  off  the  search.  Three  months 
after  that  Helen  decided  enough  time  had  elapsed, 
so  she  made  up  her  mind  to  sell  the  jewels. 

She  picked  out  a  small  shop  and  went  in. 
Directly  she  entered  a  small  voice  said,  "What  can 
I  do  for  you  today?"  The  voice  was  that  of  a  small 
crooked  old  lady  behind  the  counter. 

"I  have  some  jewels  I  would  like  to  sell,"  said 
Helen.  She  opened  her  purse  and  took  out  the 
jewels. 

"Oh-h-h!"  said  the  little  old  lady.  "May  I  see 
one?" 

"Certainly,"  said  Helen,  and  gave  her  one. 

The  old  lady  took  out  a  glass  and  examined 
them.  "What1  Young  lady!"  she  said.  "These 
stones  are  pure  glass!" 

"But  they  can't  be!"  said  Helen. 

"Oh,  but  they  are,  young  lady.  You  see  there 
is  a  strange  legend  behind  such  stones.  As  soon  as 
they  leave  the  box  in  which  they  sit,  they  turn 
into  glass." 

"Oh,"  said  Helen,  "in  that  case  I  had  better  go." 

"Yes,  you  had  better  go,"  said  the  old  lady. 

When  Helen  got  home  she  told  Aunt  Martha 
what  she  had  done  and  Aunt  Martha  forgave  her. 

That  night,  in  bed,  Helen  wondered  if  the  old 
lady  had  anything  to  do  with  the  stones  turning 


into  glass.  She  would  never  know  because  Aunt 
Martha  had  put  her  jewels  in  the  bank,  and  when 
she  tried  to  find  the  pawn  shop  the  next  day  there 
was  nothing  but  an  empty  lot  in  its  place! 

Joan  Smerchanski, 
Grade  VI 


Spring 

All  birdies  sing, 
All  bluebells  ring, 
Merry  spring! 

Flowers  gay 
Come  out  to  play, 
Merry  spring! 

Kay  Wilson, 

Grade  III 


The  First  Animal  I  Named 

When  I  was  walking  in  the  woods,  I  met  a 
big  creature.  It  was  as  big  as  an  elephant  but  it 
wasn't  an  elephant.  In  fact,  it  didn't  even  look  a 
bit  like  an  elephant.  It  had  fire  coming  out  of  its 
mouth  and  nose,  and  it  looked  like  a  big  green 
monster  with  a  fireplace  for  a  head.  It  was  stomping 
toward  me  with  its  big  red  eyes  flashing.  I  had 
seen  all  the  pictures  of  animals,  but  none  of  them 
looked  like  this  one. 

It  had  a  huge  tail  like  three  lions  put  together. 
It  was  like  the  animals  of  long  ago.  It  had  a  wavy 
back.  I  wondered  what  I  should  call  it.  Its  tail 
dragged  on  and  on  behind,  and  I  was  starting  to 
get  an  idea.  I  thought  for  five  minutes,  and  then 
I  knew  what  I  would  call  him!  I  called  him  a  Drag, 
and  then  I  thought  that  didn't  sound  right,  so  I 
thought  I  should  put  "on"  on.  I  tried  that  and  it 
sounded  like  this  —  "Dragon."  I  thought  that 
was  fine.  So  that  is  how  you  hear  the  stones  of 
dragons. 

Patricia  Pennock, 

Grade  III 


The  Bears 

I  went  upstairs 
To  see  some  bears. 
They  slept  in  pairs, 
Those  funny  bears. 

Margaret  Andison, 
Grade  III 
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WE  1,1  KE  TO  WORK 


WE   LISTEN  TO  A  STORY 
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BRENDA  —  FOR  SALE 


The  Dolls'  House  Tea 

Mothers,  daughters,  workers,  all  milled  about 
our  improvised  tea-room  in  mad  confusion.  This 
crowd  was  largely  made  up  of  rapt  admirers  of  the 
wonderful  doll  display.  There  were  dolls  to  excite 
even  my  age  group,  and  I  am  sure  that  the  mother? 
had  as  much  pleasure  choosing  their  favourites  as 
their  daughters  will  have  later  playing  with  them. 
There  were  brides,  ballerinas,  babies,  ladies,  and 
our  own  Brenda  Balmoral. 

The  far  end  of  the  gymnasium  was  devoted  to 
the  tea-room,  where  four  colourful  tea-tables 
supplied  the  weary  shoppers  with  a  welcome 
rejuvenator.  These  delicious  refreshments  were 
the  result  of  patient  mothers'  long  hours  in  the 
kitchen. 

The  feature  of  the  tea  which  made  the  biggest 
impression  on  me  was  not  the  beautiful  dolls,  the 
groaning  home-cooking  table,  or  our  flowery 
tea-tables,  but  the  ingenious  and  delightful  posters. 
Scattered  up  the  stairs  and  all  over  the  walls  were 
blue-pmafored,  blonde-pigtailed  paper  dolls.  They 
were  popular  with  everyone,  and  when  they  were 
auctioned  the  following  week,  the  bidding  was 
keen. 

The  day  after  the  tea  the  School  heard  with 
amazement  that  this  most  successful  project  of  the 
Mothers'  Auxiliary  had  realized  over  sixteen 
hundred  dollars  which  will  be  used  for  the  new 
Junior  Library. 

Anthea  Dykes, 
Grade  XII 


The  Dolls'  House  Tea 

Where  are  we?  In  fairyland?  No,  we  must  be 
in  Dolls'  House  Land  for  look  at  all  the  dolls! 
For  months  now,  the  girls  and  mothers  of  Balmoral 
Hall  have  been  working  for  the  Dolls'  House  Tea. 
They  have  dressed  dolls,  and  made  clothes,  doll 
accessories,  decorations,  and  signs  to  lead  visitors 
to  the  magically-changed  gymnasium.  There  are 
baby  dolls  of  all  sizes,  little  dolls  in  plastic  bathtubs, 
twin  dolls,  bride  dolls  with  "going  away"  clothes, 
and  big  walking  dolls.  In  fact,  any  kind  of  doll  you 
could  wish  to  see.  Beside  dolls  there  are  dolls' 
clothes,  dolls'  skates,  roller-skates,  cowboy  boots, 
hat-boxes,  crinolines,  small  packages  of  bubble  bath, 
and  even  face-cloths  and  soap.  Everything  a  doll 
could  want!  We  also  see  books  with  the  main 
characters  represented  by  dolls.  There  are,  for 
example,  the  beautiful  Heidi  and  a  dear  little 
Stuart  Little  with  a  very  long  tail.  Beatrix  Potter 
books  are  here  with  little  statuettes  of  their  main 
characters,  such  as  Peter  Rabbit  in  his  little  blue 
jacket.  As  well  as  all  the  wonderful  dolls,  there  is 
a  home-cooking  stand  laden  with  delicious  food.  I 
think  I  shall  always  remember  this  exciting  visit 
to  the  Land  of  Dolls. 

Nora  Baker, 
Grade  VI 


The  Magic  Egg 

A  surprise  came  to  the  Junior  School  Grades 
one  day.  The  Junior  League  were  putting  on  a 
puppet  show  entitled  "The  Magic  Egg." 

The  egg  was  tied  to  Mermud,  the  sorcerer's 
waist.  Everyone  was  trying  to  capture  the  egg 
from  him.  Andy,  a  young  boy,  lost  his  way  and 
came  to  a  sign  which  had  "Mermuddle"  on  it. 
That  was  the  town  he  lived  in.  The  sorcerer  soon 
captured  Andy  and  brought  him  to  the  bottom  of 
a  lake  where  he  made  Andy  a  merboy. 

With  the  help  of  Dewdrop  the  dragon,  Thomas 
B.  Turtle,  Blow  and  Bubble  the  two  fishes,  and 
Maria,  they  all  tried  to  get  Andy  out  of  this  jam. 
When  the  sorcerer  had  his  rest,  Dewdrop,  who  was 
his  guardian,  agreed  to  help  get  the  egg  from  him. 
They  got  Mermud's  cook  book.  After  mixing  all 
the  ingredients  together  a  pair  of  scissors  appeared. 
They  cut  the  rope  and  got  the  egg.  When  the 
sorcerer  woke  up  he  realized  the  magic  spirit  of 
the  egg  had  flown  away.  Andy  and  Maria  changed 
back  into  children  and  everyone  was  happy. 

We  wish  to  thank  the  Junior  League  for  a 
happy  afternoon,  and  we  hope  they  will  return 
again  soon. 

Linda  Leach, 
Grade  VI 
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The  Robins 

Down  in  the  shade  of  the  old  oak  tree, 
Two  little  robins  hustle  with  glee. 
For  they  are  building  a  sweet  little  nest, 
And  are  trying  to  make  it  their  very  best. 

Soon  the  mother  lays  five  little  eggs; 
Some  days  later  out  pop  two  legs. 
Then  a  head,  and  soon  a  breast, 
And  one  more  robin's  in  this  nest. 

Soon  all  five  of  the  eggs  are  hatched, 
In  this  little  nest  so  nicely  thatched. 
And  then  quite  soon  they  learn  to  fly, 
And  away  they  go  up  in  the  sky. 

Sandy  Funnell, 
Grade  V 


Our  Lady  Spring 

Spring  is  a  lady  dressed  in  white, 
In  green,  in  gold,  in  silver  bright. 

She  puts  the  land  in  summer  wear 
And  then  works  wonders  everywhere. 

The  little  seeds  in  their  tiny  beds 
Raise  their  tiny,  little  heads. 

The  plants  shoot  up  at  sight  of  Spring, 
And  life,  and  joy  to  all  she  brings. 

The  sun  shines  longer  every  day 
And  all  the  leaves  are  out  by  May. 

The  birds  return  and  swell  their  song 
Over  the  earth,  —  loud  and  long  .  .  . 

To  Lady  Spring  whose  loving  hand 

Has  wrought  such  wonders  o'er  the  land. 

Margaret  Fisher, 
Grade  VIII 


The  Bear  at  the  Fair 

There  once  was  a  little  bear 
Who  went  to  a  city  fair. 
He  got  into  trouble 
When  he  fell  in  a  puddle. 

Patricia  Pennock, 

Grade  III 


A  Queer  Man 

As  I  went  home 

Along  the  street, 

I  saw  a  man  with  seventy  feet. 

His  eyes  were  blue, 

His  hair  was  neat; 

But,  Oh !  those  funny-looking  feet ! 

Heather  Campbell, 

Grade  IV 


Castles  in  the  Air 

You  don't  need  loads  of  bricks  and  wood. 
Because  it's  quickly  understood 
That  castles  which  are  built  in  air 
Are  built  of  substances  more  fair 
Than  any  found  within  the  land, 
And  built  so  well  of  stones  and  sand. 

The  windows  shine  like  diamonds  fair, 
While  orange  blossoms  spice  the  air; 
The  lands  about  are  fair  and  green, 
And  children  play  about  the  scene. 
For  you  can  build  them  anywhere — 
These  lovely  castles  in  the  air. 

Rosalind  Wallace, 
Grade  VIII 


A  Seed  Falls 


A  seed 

Falls 

On  sandy  land; 

But  lies 

And  wilts 

In  the  sun. 

A  seed 

Falls 

On  thorny  land; 

And  grows, 

But  chokes 

And  dies. 

A  seed 

Falls 

On  stony  land; 

It  tries 

To  grow, 

But  fails. 

A  seed 

Falls 

On  fertile  land; 

It  grows 

And  grows 

And  forms  a  rose. 

Nancy  Ann  Eaton, 

Grade  VIII 

A  Summer's  Scene 

The  song  of  the  birds 
On  a  summer's  day; 
The  sound  of  children 
Happy  and  gay; 
The  fragrance  of  flowers 
That  wave  in  the  breeze; 
The  soft  winds  blowing 
Through  the  trees; 
The  bright  blue  water 
Lapping  the  shore  — 
It's  a  scene  to  remember 
For  evermore. 


Suzanne  Evans, 
Grade  VII 
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THE  SCHOOL  CHOIR 


The  Carol  Service 

The  crowded  gymnasium,  lit  only  by  Christmas 
trees,  was  hushed;  the  students  filed  in  slowly, 
carolling  "The  First  Noel".  It  was  December 
nineteeth,  the  day  of  our  annual  Carol  Service, 
when  girls  and  parents  pause  in  the  midst  of 
holiday  hustle  and  bustle  to  be  silent  and  to 
remember  the  true  meaning  behind  the  gifts,  the 
happiness,  and  the  beauty  of  Christmas.  After  a 
short  prayer,  the  ever-lovely  Christmas  story  was 
unfolded,  transporting  us  to  Bethlehem  and  to  the 
foot  of  the  manger.  After  the  closing  prayer,  the 
School  processed  out  to  the  joyful  carol,  "Hark  the 
Herald  Angels  Sing". 


The  Music  Recital 

In  honour  of  St.  Cecilia's  Day,  the  twenty' 
second  of  November,  a  music  recital  was  presented 
for  the  parents  and  staff  by  the  piano  pupils  of 
Mrs.  Bancroft  and  Miss  Bibby.  The  programme 
began  with  a  short,  but  informative  speech  about 
St.  Cecilia,  followed  by  St.  Cecilia's  hymn,  "Thy 
Kingdom  Come,  O  God",  sung  by  the  School  Choir. 
The  pianists,  who  ranged  from  Grade  IV  to  Grade 
XI,  then  presented  a  varied  programme,  including 
works  of  Tchaikowsky,  Schubert,  and  Clementi. 
They  performed  ably  and  provided  us  with  an 
excellent  afternoon  of  music. 


A  Scene  in  the  Common  Room 

Last  Christmas  the  Common  Room  was  a 
beautiful  sight.  At  the  far  end  of  the  room  stood  a 
huge  Christmas  tree,  glittering  gaily  with  the 
decorations  and  ornaments  put  up  by  the  boarders. 
The  green  curtains  were  drawn  together  to  give 
the  room  an  extra  touch  of  Christmas.  The  gaily 
wrapped  presents  lay  under  the  tree,  and  as  I 
looked  at  them  it  seemed  to  me  such  a  pity  that  the 
boarders  would  open  them  later  on  m  the  evening. 
The  colourful  party  dresses,  which  the  girls  wore, 
added  to  the  glory  of  the  party.  This  sight  was  a 
happy  one  indeed  and  it  gave  me  a  warm  glow 
inside  to  realize  how  fortunate  we  were  to  be 
able  to  celebrate  the  birth  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  in  this  way. 

Diane  Phillips, 
Grade  IX 


The  Christmas  Dinner 

Smiles,  party  dresses,  and  food  were  the 
principal  components  of  our  Christmas  dinner  on 
December  18.  The  colourfully  dressed  girls  and 
staff  overflowed  from  the  drawing-room  into  the  hall 
during  the  rousing  carol-cocktails  which  began  the 
evening.  Mrs.  Dennis  and  Miss  Bibby  accom- 
panied the  carols  on  the  piano,  and  played  all  our 
favourites. 

When  the  guests  had  arrived,  the  party  pro- 
ceeded to  the  dining  room,  where  a  turkey  dinner 
was  served  to  the  bubbling  crowd  in  the  glimmer 
of  candlelight.  After  dinner,  the  girls  went  to  the 
Common  Room  to  meet  "Santa",  and  the  staff 
gathered  m  the  drawing  room  for  coffee.  The 
friendly  atmosphere  and  Christmas  spirit  of  this 
evening  will  long  be  remembered. 
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Lecture  on  India 

On  Monday,  February  4th,  the  Reverend  T.  M. 
Dustan  visited  the  School  and  talked  to  us  of  his 
work  both  as  Headmaster  of  St.  Paul's  Boys' 
School,  Palampur,  and  as  a  missionary  for  the 
Anglican  Church  of  Canada. 

He  spoke  of  the  problems  facing  a  country  which 
lacks  the  unifying  force  of  a  common  religion  or 
common  language.  The  boys  of  St.  Paul's  School, 
for  example,  may  be  Hindu,  Moslem,  Buddhist, 
Sikh  or  Christian,  and  very  few  would  speak  the 
national  language,  Hindi.  This  language  is 
introduced  in  the  early  grades  and  involves  learning 
a  script  unlike  those  of  any  of  the  dialects  which 
might  be  the  student's  native  tongue.  English  is 
taught  from  Grade  Six  onwards  and  is  very  im- 
portant since  so  many  Indians  go  to  Common- 
wealth countries  or  to  the  United  States  for  higher 
education. 

Mr.  Dustan  illustrated  his  lecture  with  slides 
including  beautiful  views  of  the  Taj  Mahal  and 
India's  White  House.  We  saw  a  striking  mixture 
of  the  old  and  the  new,  the  ox-drawn  plough 
within  a  few  miles  of  fine  modern  buildings,  the 
ragged  beggar  beside  the  educated  Indian  in 
European  dress.  Among  the  slides  of  St.  Paul's 
School  was  one  showing  the  boys  at  work  rebuilding 
part  of  the  school,  and  levelling  the  ground  for  the 
athletic  field.  From  the  impressive  collection  of 
trophies  they  had  won  at  a  recent  meet,  it  was 
obvious  that  the  boys  were  sports'  enthusiasts. 

In  summing  up  the  ideals  of  the  school,  Mr. 
Dustan  showed  the  school  crest  on  which  the 
lamps,  open  book  and  hockey  sticks  symbolize 
work  and  play,  strengthened  and  illuminated  by 
worship. 

Audrey  Le  Maistre, 
Grade  XII 


Gifts  to  the  School 

Balmoral  Hall  is  always  happy  to  take  this 
opportunity  of  saying  "thank  you"  for  gifts 
received  during  the  year.  We  acknowledge  grate- 
fully a  painting  by  Bouchant;  an  organ  which  is 
used  daily  at  Morning  Prayers;  a  dozen  and  a  half 
place  settings  for  the  Home  Economics  classes  and 
also  a  Singer  sewing  machine;  two  table  lamps  for 
the  Common  Room;  a  record  player  for  the  Junior 
Library;  chesterfield  and  chair  for  the  Staff  Room; 
numerous  valuable  books  for  the  Senior  and  Junior 
Library.  As  we  send  this  Magazine  to  Press,  we 
once  again  say,  "Thank  you." 


"Lecture-Rehearsal" 

On  Tuesday,  January  15th,  about  one  hundred 
and  fifty  girls  waited  rather  impatiently  for  the 
Royal  Winnipeg  Ballet  to  appear.  At  last,  Mrs. 
Farrally,  the  Artistic  Director,  entered,  followed 
by  the  dancers  wearing  practice  costumes  — 
leotards  and  tights.  -'Mrs.  F.",  as  the  girls  often 
call  her,  introduced  the  Company,  and  while  they 
took  their  places  at  the  barre,  she  explained  that 
dancers  must  always  warm  their  muscles  by  doing 
exercises  before  starting  a  ballet. 

After  this  preliminary,  we  saw  "Roundelay"  by 
Ruthanna  Boris,  a  ballet  without  a  story,  "done 
just  for  fun,"  as  Miss  Boris  put  it.  Some  parts 
were  rather  slow  and  solemn,  while  others  were  so 
gay  they  almost  made  you  laugh.  When  the  stage- 
sets  for  "Roundelay"  had  been  removed,  Miss 
Boris  appeared  in  a  white  costume  of  feathers  and 
net,  and  danced  the  beautiful  and  famous  "Dying 
Swan".  She  was  breath-takingly  lovely,  and  so 
graceful  that  it  was  easy  to  imagine  a  swan  in  her 
place.  This  is  a  ballet  which  many  dancers  yearn 
to  do,  but  few  have  the  honour. 

I  am  sure  that  after  this  exciting  afternoon  many 
of  the  audience  went  home  hoping  that  one  day 
they  too  would  learn  to  dance,  and  I  know  that 
everyone  felt  that  it  was  a  great  privilege  to  have 
this  special  performance  at  the  School. 

Donna  Day  Washington, 
Grade  IX 


The  Library 

The  most  interesting  room  in  the  School  is  the 
Library.  There,  without  leaving  the  chair,  we  can 
be  transported  to  far-off  places  on  a  magic  carpet. 
We  can  travel  to  the  steaming  jungles  of  India,  the 
burning  deserts  of  Africa,  the  heather-clad  slopes 
of  Scotland,  and  the  prairies  and  rolling  hills  of  our 
own  country.  From  our  vantage  point  we  can 
visit  the  different  peoples  of  the  world  today  and 
learn  the  customs  and  the  problems  which  con- 
front them  as  individuals  and  as  nations.  There  are 
also  the  wonderful  characters  of  Dickens,  delightful 
comedies  and  stark  tragedies  of  Shakespeare,  border 
stories  of  Scott,  jungle  tales  of  Kipling,  or  the 
amusing  tales  and  characters  of  Mark  Twain. 
These  and  a  host  of  others  provide  much  enjoy- 
ment, drama,  and  instruction  for  everyone.  I 
therefore  definitely  believe  the  Library  to  be  the 
most  interesting  room  where  the  thoughts  and 
teachings  of  the  greatest  minds  the  world  has  ever 
known  are  available  to  all  who  would  seek  them  out. 

Carol  Stirling, 
Grade  XI 
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BALLATER   HOUSE 

FOURTH   ROW— J.  Gallic  S.  Donaldson,  E.  Kilgour,  G.  Rice,  G.  Allman,  S.  Kelsey,  A.  le  Maistre,  S.  Mack,  M.  Ford, 

M.  Gillespie,  J.  Ross,  H.  Smith,  G.  McLaughlin,  (Head  of  House). 
THIRD  ROW— A  Sellers,  B.  Gillespie,  G.  Cernohlavek,  S.  Salzberg,  D.  Mathewson,  M.  Cross,  P.  Dalgleish,  M.  Fisher 
SECOND   ROW— L.  Leach,  K.  Jones,  L.  McKenty,  J.  Thorkelsson,  M.  Chant,  J.  Berry,  L.  Colville. 
FRONT  ROW— K.  Zoltok,  J.  Sutherland,  J.   Moody,  J.  Sellers,  A.   McLean. 
ABSENT— M.  Buchanan,  H.  Campbell,  M.  Thomas,  M.  Wiley. 


Ballater  House 
The  House  on  The  Sloping  Hill 

Dear  Ballater: 

Once  more  we  have  reached  the  end  of  a  school 
year,  and  as  we  say  our  goodbyes  we  think  back 
over  the  many  memories  this  year  has  given  us.  In 
our  track  and  field  day  Ballater  did  very  well  to 
have  placed  second,  and  I  would  like  to  commend 
Pat  Dalgleish  for  winning  the  intermediate  cham- 
pionship. Volleyball  was  a  bit  later  on  in  the 
season  and  we  managed  to  secure  third  position  in 
the  House  league.  In  basketball,  after  Christmas, 
our  senior  team  rallied  for  a  well-earned  third 
position,  and  our  junior  team  played  for  second 
place.  After  Easter  there  will  be  the  completion 
of  the  ping  pong  tournament,  and  the  annual 
swimming  meet. 

At  Christmas,  Ballater  placed  first  in  both  work 
and  conduct,  which  was  an  accomplishment  we  can 
well  be  proud  of.  How  I  remember  our  Saturday 
morning  detentions! 


To  Mrs.  Little,  our  staff  advisor,  and  to  Mrs. 
Dawson,  Mrs.  Coulter,  Mrs.  Bancroft,  Miss 
Wilmot,  and  Miss  McMillan  I  extend  a  sincere 
thank  you  for  always  standing  behind  us  when  we 
needed  help  or  advice.  Also,  I  would  like  to  thank 
Jane  Ross  our  sports  captain,  Marg.  Gillespie  our 
Secretary,  and  Shelagh  Kelsey  our  uniform  mom- 
tress  for  the  fine  work  they  have  done  this  year. 
And  now,  Ballater,  I  want  to  thank  you  for  the 
wonderful  support  and  loyalty,  you  have  given  me 
this  year,  and  for  your  keen  enthusiasm  in  support- 
ing our  house.  Whether  it  was  working  off  a 
conduct  point  or  busily  thinking  of  answers  for  the 
library  quiz  you  all  did  it  cheerfully  and  it  was  good 
fun  for  all  of  us. 

To  next  year's  house  head  I  say — youVe  got  a 
wonderful  lot  of  girls.  I  hope  you  get  as  much 
pleasure  and  enjoyment  out  of  working  with  them 
as  I  did. 

Love  to  you  all,  and  God  bless  you. 

Gale  McLaughlin, 

Head  of  Ballater 
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Dear  Braemar: 

It  is  hard  to  believe  that  my  last  year  at  Balmoral 
Hall  is  drawing  to  a  close.  This  year  has  been  an 
unforgettable  one  for  me  and  I  shall  always  re- 
member the  good  times  we  have  had  together!  As 
Head  of  "our  House"  I  have  come  to  know  you  all 
and  love  you  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  our  names 
are  found  more  often  than  not  gracing  the  pages 
of  the  conduct  book.  But  your  good  spirit  and 
sense  of  humour  made  even  our  Saturday  morning 
days  of  redemption  fun. 

You  have  achieved  a  great  deal  this  year. 
Although  we  did  not  win  the  cup  on  Sports  Day 
we  ran  hard  and  jumped  high  so  that  many  Braemar 
names  appeared  near  the  top  of  the  list.  Later  in 
the  Christmas  term  we  played  a  series  of  volleyball 
matches,  in  which  Braemar  placed  second.  At 
Christmas-time  we  also  tied  for  a  well-earned  first 
place  in  uniform.  In  the  Easter  term,  our  seniors 
placed  second  m  basketball.  You  all  contributed 
to  the  House  in  the  Literary  Competition,  and  most 
of  us  made  a  valiant  attempt  to  complete  the 
Library  Quiz  which  the  Library  Executive  con- 
cocted. The  Junior  Skating  races  were  also  great 
fun.  We  have  embarked  on  the  ping-pong  tourna- 
ment and  are  all  awaiting  the  outcome.  We  still 
have  baseball  and  swimming  and  I  know  you  will 
do  your  best  in  both. 


I  would  like  to  thank  our  wonderful  Sports- 
Captain,  Jennifer  Young.  Without  her  help  we 
could  never  have  carried  on.  Thank  you  too, 
Beryl  Hoare,  our  Prefect.  Your  loyalty  and  support 
in  every  House  effort  has  been  indispensable. 
Thanks  is  due  also  to  our  staff  members,  Mrs. 
McEwen,  Mrs.  Dennis,  Mrs.  Miller,  Miss  Klimack, 
Miss  Macdougall,  and  Mrs.  Thomson. 

And  now  I  would  like  to  thank  every  one  of 
you  —  for  your  enthusiasm,  your  support,  and 
your  ever-present  help  when  I  needed  you  most! 
I  am  proud  of  you  all  —  from  the  littlest  grade  four 
to  the  biggest  grade  eleven,  each  of  you  who  wears 
a  blue  pin  has  proven  yourself  a  true  "Braemarite." 
You  have  all  given  something  of  yourself  to  the 
House,  whether  it  was  your  bubbly  personality 
that  kept  us  from  being  discouraged  when  things 
looked  blackest,  your  ability  to  make  100%  in 
French,  or  your  skill  in  making  a  basket  from  the 
middle  of  the  court,  you  gave  something  that 
was  "you." 

You  are  a  wonderful  group  of  girls  —  I  shall 
miss  you  all  and  I  will  never  forget  you.  I  wish 
you  and  your  House  Head,  whoever  she  may  be, 
good  luck  next  year  and  always ! 

With  all  my  love, 

Kathy 
Head  of  Braemar 


BRAEMAR   HOUSE 

THIRD   ROW— K.  Fahlman  (Head  of  House)  ,G.  Morris,  C.  A.  Cory,  J.  Katz,  P.  Moss,  B.  A.  McFarland,  C.  Shepard, 

D.  Lee,  C.  Glesby,  D.  Macnamara,  J.  Evans,  J.  Young,  T.  Butler,  B.  Hoare. 
SECOND  ROW — W.  McPherson,  K.  Kaufmann,  G.  Steele,  J.  Burton,  D.  White,  C.  Yates,  J.  Mercer,  L.  Wilson, 

F.  Wilson,  L.  Watson,  H.  Miller,  N.  A.  Eaton,  D.  McNaughton,  D.  White. 
FRONT  ROW— C.  Lount,  D.  Cruse,  N.  Russell,  M.  Murray,  N.  Baker,  E.  Clough,  L.  Folliott. 
ABSENT— B.  Payne. 
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CRAIG   GOWAN 

IN  THE  TREE— N.  Moffat,  B.  Wrenshall,  B.  Nichol. 

FOURTH   ROW— J.  Blight,  C.  Stirling,   L.   Funnell,  S.  Peers,  A.  Dykes,  M.  Lazareck,  A.  Weinstein,    D.  Elwood, 

C.  A.  Fields,  L.  Stephen,  B.  McRae  (Head  of  House). 
THIRD   ROW— C.  Trimble,  P.  Hampton,  N.  Webb,  M.  Dowse,  K.  Armytage,  J.  Stevenson,  G.  Jaoobson,  M.  Dvker, 

B.   Sidgwick,   K.   Fox. 
SECOND  ROW— L.  Band,  S.  Riley,  B.  White,  B.  Le  Beau,  C.  Kelsey,  R.  Stewart. 
FRONT  ROW— S.  Funnell,  L.  Swaffield,  G.  Long,  J.  Alexander,  S.  Huggard. 
ABSENT — B.  A.  Aitkens,  S.  Averbach,  W.  Bracken,  S.  Evans,  N.  Genser. 


Dear  Craig  Gowan : 

As  another  year  draws  to  a  close  I  want  to 
thank  you  all — Grade  IV  to  Grade  XII — for  the 
loyal  support  that  you  have  given  me.  We  have 
welcomed  many  new  girls  who  have  quickly 
acquired  the  Craig  Gowan  spirit  and  helped  our 
House. 

We  have  shone  particularly  in  athletics  this 
year.  On  Sports  Day  your  keen  enthusiasm  was 
shown  by  placing  first.  Congratulations  to  Carol 
Stirling,  Monica  Dowse  and  Gail  Long  for  their 
success  in  this  day's  events.  We  played  volleyball 
hard  in  October  and  managed  to  win  the  cup  at 
the  end  of  the  term. 

During  the  Easter  term  we  won  all  our  basket' 
ball  games  placing  first  again  for  the  second  year. 
Here,  I  would  like  to  thank  everyone  who  attended 
practices  so  regularly. 

This  term,  Craig  Gowans,  we  have  the  Swim- 
ming Meet,  Softball  and  the  Ping-Pong  finals  to  look 
forward  to.     In  the  skating  races  I  was  pleased  to 


see  many  juniors  and  intermediates  participating 
The  ping-pong  is  not  yet  finished,  but  I  am  very 
pleased  to  see  that  a  number  of  us  have  won  our 
matches.  We  came  first  in  the  Library  Quiz,  with 
Barbara  Wrenshall  obtaining  the  highest  score. 

Before  I  close  I  should  like  to  extend  my  special 
thanks  to  Mrs.  Chown,  and  to  Miss  Lucas,  Miss 
Oswald,  Mrs.  Byrne  and  Mrs.  Keogh  for  their 
helpful  advice  and  support.  I  would  also  like  to 
thank  Joanne  Blight,  our  Sports  Captain,  Carol 
Trimble,  our  Secretary  and  Naomi  Genser,  our 
Uniform  Monitress  for  their  very  great  help  during 
this  year.  It  has  been  a  wonderful  honour  and 
privilege  to  be  your  Head  and  it  is  an  experience 
I  shall  never  forget. 

Goodbye,  Craig  Gowans,  and  I  wish  all  the 
very  best  to  you  and  your  Head  next  year.  I  hope 
to  come  back  and  see  you  often. 


Love  to  you  all, 


Betty  McRae, 
Head  of  Craig  Gowan 
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Dear  Glen  Gairns: 

To  all  of  you  who  wear  the  red  pin,  "Thank 
you"  for  your  loyal  support  during  the  past  year. 
I  have  felt  proud  to  be  your  Head  and  it  has  been 
an  honour  which  I  shall  never  forget. 

We  started  off  the  year  with  a  bang  by  having 
the  most  entry  points  on  Sports  Day.  Special 
congratulations  go  to  Carol  Armstrong  for  placing 
first  in  the  senior  high-jump.  Although  we  did 
not  win  the  cup,  it  was  a  wonderful  day  for  all 
and  I  was  especially  proud  of  your  helpfulness, 
enthusiasm  and  politeness. 

We  did  not  come  first  in  basketball  or  volley- 
ball, but  all  the  8 :30  practices  (they  weren't  so  bad !) 
and  the  games  were  lots  of  fun  as  well  as  good 
exercise. 

Remember  the  Library  Quiz?  I  am  pleased  to 
say  we  came  a  very  close  third  in  that  contest. 
Congratulations! 

Three  cheers  for  our  juniors  and  grades  seven 
to  nine!  You  did  exceptionally  well  in  the  skating 
races.  Unfortunately,  we  seniors  could  not  have 
our  races,  because  mother  nature  stepped  in  with 
spring! 

Before  the  school  year  draws  to  a  close,  there 


will  be  a  ping-pong  tournament,  and  a  swimming 
meet.  Good  luck  all!  I  know  you  will  do  your  best. 

To  wind  up  the  year  with  fun  and  frolic,  we 
look  forward  to  a  house  party  at  the  home  of 
Patricia  McMahon.  I  am  sure  it  will  prove  to 
be  an  exciting  day. 

At  this  point  I  would  like  to  express  my 
special  thanks  to  Mrs.  Price,  Mrs.  Stovel,  Mrs. 
Burndge,  Miss  Bibby,  and  Mrs.  Elliot  for  their 
support  and  advice  given  to  us  this  year.  Also  I 
want  to  thank  Rae,  for  her  outstanding  work  as 
sports  captain;  Elsie,  for  her  efficiency  as  secretary; 
Carol,  for  her  helpfulness  as  uniform  monitress, 
and  last  but  not  least,  Nancy,  School  Captain,  for 
her  never-ending  encouragement  during  the  past 
year. 

My  best  wishes  go  to  next  year's  Head;  you 
have  a  wonderful  group  of  giris  to  work  with.  I 
know  you  will  find  the  same  keen  enthusiasm  in 
the  house  as  I  have  found  this  year. 

Now  to  you  all,  I  say,  "Keep  smilin1,"  and  may 
God  bless  you. 

My  love, 

Alyson, 

Head  of  Glen  Gairn 


GLEN   GAIRN   HOUSE 

FIFTH   ROW— J.  Swinden,  R.  Riesenberg,  E.  Albertsen,  B.  Park,  J.  Wilson,  M.  Macdennid.  C.  Wallace. 

FOURTH  ROW— C.  Kipp.  L.  Elliott,  .1.  Harris,  C.  Burrell,  R.  Burrell,  N.  White. 

THIRD   ROW— P.  MacCharles,  G.  Carter,  C.  Swinden,  D.  Philipps,  J.   Munro,  D.  D.  Washington,  .1.  Welply, 

C.  Albertsen,  A.  Thomas,  (Head  of  House). 
SECOND  ROW— B.  Howat,  A.  Urquhart,  .1.  Smerehanski,   H.  McGibbon,  C.  Bobrowski,  S.  Moorhouse.  M.  Brown, 

P.  McDonald. 
FRONT  ROW— S.  Stewart-Smith,  M.  Andison.  K.  Curry,  D.  Wilson. 
ABSENT— C.  Armstrong,  V.  Burdett,  P.  McMahon,  I..  Riddell,  R.  Wallace 
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"The  Red  House  Special" 

It's  7:30  A.M.  and  time  for  the  "Red  House 

Special"  to  make  its  daily  run.  All  aboard,  tickets 
please !  Let's  take  seats  in  the  observation  car  and 
see  the  sights  as  the  "Special"  winds  it  way  through 
the  Red  House. 

The  first  passengers  leap  nimbly  up  the  steps; 
they  are  D.D.,  Gail,  and  Ginny,  our  bubbling, 
babbling  ballerinas,  and  Karen,  our  athlete.  Across 
the  street  we  slow  down  at  "The  Fireplace"  but 
all  is  still  and  quiet  with  owners  Joan  Gallie, 
Joan  Burton,  Carol,  and  Nina  soundly  sleeping. 
Mrs.  Elliot,  the  driver  of  the  Red  House  Special, 
gives  a  firm  warning  signal  as  we  pass.  To  the 
right  is  "Little's  Lodge";  the  proprietor,  Mrs. 
Little,  is  Grade  VII's  form-mistress. 

We  climb  Mount  Staircase,  speeding  over  the 
highly-polished  rails,  kept  shining  by  Beth,  our 
Head  Porter.  Around  the  bend  we  pause  to  pick 
up  Margaret,  Kathy,  Pat,  and  Suzanne,  who  do 
not  interrupt  their  slightly  confused  discussion  of 
Ballet  and  Basketball.  The  next  stop  is  the  home 
of  the  "Water  Babies"  -  —  Margot,  Betty,  and 
Sylvia.  From  a  pile  of  snow  in  the  garden  opposite, 
Gail  and  Rose  emerge  and  jump  on  board.  As  we 
approach  the  next  climb,  our  driver  casts  a  longing 
glance  at  her  doorway  and  thinks  of  the  peaceful 
hours  ahead  when  the  train  has  made  its  trip. 

Now  to  the  top  of  the  mountain  and  "The 
Teacherage"  with  Miss  Oswald,  Miss  Bibby,  and 
Miss  Wilmot.  Standing  at  their  door,  Marged  and 
Louise  are  patiently  waiting,  and  take  their  places 
quickly,  but  the  train  whistle  blows  long  and  loud 
before  Judy,  Diane,  and  Shirley  come  rushing  out 
of  "The  Musical  Box." 

All  these  are  passengers  with  season  tickets, 
but  on  certain  trips  visitors  Heather,  Judy,  Carol 
Anne,  Nancy  Webb,  Nancy  Eaton,  Nicky,  Jane, 
and  Kathy  add  to  the  gaiety  in  the  coach. 

"There  goes  the  breakfast  bell!  Everybody  out, 
end  of  journey  —  watch  your  step." 

S.  Donaldson, 

G.  L.  Cernohlavek. 


The  Library 

The  most  interesting  room  in  the  School  is  the 
Library.  It  has  an  atmosphere  of  quiet,  peaceful 
happiness.  I  get  the  feeling  that  the  books  are  all 
trying  to  tell  me  at  once  how  good  their  stories 
are.  When  I  go  into  the  Library,  I  can  browse  for 
hours  trying  to  find  exactly  the  book  to  fit  my 
mood  and  I  usually  find  two  or  three.  Whether  it 
be  happy  or  sad,  gay  or  dull,  there  is  always  a  book 
to  fit  my  mood. 

Jennifer  Young, 
Grade  XI 


All  Asleep 

My  eyes  can  see, 
My  feet  can  walk, 
My  ears  can  hear, 
My  mouth  can  talk. 

My  nose  can  smell, 
My  tongue  can  lick, 
My  teeth  can  bite, 
My  toes  can  kick. 

But  while  I  sleep 
The  whole  night  through, 
They  all  are  still, 
They're  sleeping  too! 

Joan  Gallie 
Grade  VIII 

Meet  the  White  House 

Hark!  did  you  hear  that  pistol  shot?  Well  no! 
it  was  just  Tasma  exercising  her  wings  from  the 
third  to  the  second  floor  (I  must  remind  Miss 
Murrell-Wright  to  put  in  stairs),  and  narrowly 
missing  Kathy  who  is  scurrying  to  one  of  her 
daily  baths. 

It  is  Saturday  morning  after  breakfast  and,  as 
we  walk  into  Tasma's  bedroom,  we  see  Noreen  and 
Carol  Ann  jiving  instead  of  making  beds.  In  the 
Fire  Escape  Room,  Cindy  consoles  Jo  for  her 
sprained  finger  received  at  the  last  basketball  game 
while  Maureen  is  diligently  polishing  her  guide 
buttons.  Helen  listens,  enchanted,  to  Elvis' 
latest  song. 

Across  the  hall  in  the  River  Room,  Beryl  is 
shining  her  whistle  for  the  usual  Saturday  morning 
game,  while  resting  her  blistered  feet  on  the 
radiator.  Gayle  is  "gayly"  singing  as  she  tidies  her 
drawers  and  Marg  is  seen  packing  her  suitcase  for 
the  big  weekend.  Elsie  is  pondering  over  some 
diabolical  schemes  for  Saturday  morning  detentions. 

We  come  downstairs  to  the  Fireplace  Room. 
Kathy,  needless  to  say,  is  still  in  the  bathroom, 
and  Gale  is  in  the  Grade  XII  room  collecting  her 
Calgary  Heralds,  which  block  the  doorway  and 
hide  the  beds!  In  the  next  room  are  Sue  and  Pam, 
temporary  immigrants  from  the  Red  House  — 
enjoying  the  "quiet"  of  the  White  House  and  add' 
ing  to  it.  Now  we  visit  the  Grade  XII's  where 
Audrey  is  trying  to  retrieve  one  of  her  turtles  which 
escaped  while  she  was  giving  them  fresh  water. 
"Ev"  has  decided  that  she  would  like  to  return  to 
bed  to  fight  off  her  spring  fever  (flowers,  birdies), 
while  Anthea  is  silently  but  diligently  practising 
her  ballet,  using  the  bunk  as  a  bar.  Gran  has  gone 
to  obtain  her  ring  "out  of  hock"  and  Sue  is  loudly 
demanding  to  know  who  ate  her  wardrobe. 

"Tidy  rooms,"  is  what  we  hear  as  Miss 
McMillan  patiently  goes  from  room  to  room 
reminding  everyone  that  work  comes  before  play. 

Betty  McRae, 
Head  of  Residence 


35 


36 


Castles  in  the  Air 

When  I  was  just  a  little  girl, 
Before  I  was  quite  eight; 
I  used  to  dream  the  whole  day  long, 
Beside  the  garden  gate. 

I  dreamed  of  many  different  things, 
Of  chocolate  bars,  and  toys, 
And  even  though  I  was  so  young 
I  often  dreamed  of  boys. 

I  also  dreamed  of  sailing  boats, 
Across  the  deep  blue  sea, 
And  carrying  cargoes  round  the  world, 
To  gain  much  more  for  me. 

I  dreamed  of  crowning  kings  in  Spain, 
And  clothes  that  would  not  tear; 
I  dreamed  I  was  an  architect 
And  built  castles  in  the  air. 

Cydney  Burrell, 
Grade  IX 


The  Cottage 

Town's  air  is  stale,  its  noises  loud; 
I  think  of  this  as  I  watch  the  crowd 
Of  thwarted  people  whose  only  thoughts 
Dwell  on  the  town  and  its  useless  plots. 

Two  hours  away  the  Real  Life  waits, 
For  those  who  will  pass  its  piney  gates 
To  live  with  Nature  and  her  bountiful  store. 
How  long  till  I  return  once  more! 

Louise  McKenty, 
Grade  VIII 


Grade  Seven  on  the  Library 
Shelf 


"Little  Women"   .    .    . 

Suzanne  Evans        and 
"Water  Babies"   .    .    . 

Anita  Urquhart      and 
"Call  of  the  Wild"   .    .    . 

Betty  Nichol         and 
"Great  Expectations"   .    .    . 

Julia  Berry         and 
"Dream  Days"   .    .    . 

Wendy  McPherson    and 
"Daddy  Long  Legs"   .    .    . 

Carol  Albertsen       and 
"Deep  Flowing  Broo\"   .    .    . 

Diane  McNaughton  and 
"Good  Companions"   .    .    . 

Monica  Dowse       and 

Helen  McGibbon     and 


Dilys  White 

Karen  Zoltok 

Vanessa  Burdett 

Patricia  McMahon 

Janis  Thorkelsson 

Gael  Swinden 

Anne  Sellers 

Pamela  Hampton 
Audrey  Weinstem 


The  Scientific  Approach 

Object: 

To  make  a  good  Grade  VIII 

Materials: 

Four  Executives  —  Wendy,  Jane,   Pat  and  Judy 

Stevenson 
Three  Noisemakers  —  Margot,  Nancy  Eaton  and 

Judy  Evans 
Three   Latecomers  —  Joan   Mercer,  Joan   Burton 

and  Diana  Mathewson 
Three   Absent-minded   Ones  —  Sylvia,   Geraldine 

and  Lindsay 
Three  Book-Worms — Brenda,  Kathy  and  Margaret 
Three  Scarecrows  —  Suzanne,  Rosalind  and  Nancy 

Webb 
Four   Perpetual   Hairdressers  —  Lynn,   Nina   and 

Louise  Watson 
Five   Defaulters   on   Bench   Day  —  Carol,   Diana 

MacNamara,    Joan    Gallie,    Judy    Harris    and 

Louise  McKenty 

Method; 

1.  The  above  assorted  materials  were  carefully 
arranged  in  single  file  at  appointed  hours,  and 
moved  four  times  daily  in  this  formation  in 
silence. 

2.  Class  President  gave  daily  reminder  to  hand  in 
homework.  Novel  reading  at  this  time  was 
prohibited. 

3.  Vice-President  stood  at  the  door  until  books 
were  picked  up  from  floor  and  put  away  tidily. 

4.  Daily  straightening  of  tunics  and  weekly  clean- 
ing of  shoes  was  enforced.  Combs  were  banned 
from  the  classroom,  but  used  regularly  in  wash- 
rooms. 

5.  Occasional  extra  bench  duty  for  defaulters  was 
instituted. 

The  mixture  was  kept  in  a  sunny  classroom  for 
six  months  with  frequent  short  breaks  for 
relaxation.  Vigorous  basketball  and  volleyball 
games  were  found  to  be  vital  for  producing  the 
desired  chemical  change. 

Observation: 

At  first  the  reaction  was  slow  and  uneven,  but 
gradually  a  recognizable  unit  emerged.  No  diminu- 
tion in  vitality  or  good  spirits  was  noticed. 

Coyiclusion: 

With  the  cheerful  and  persistent  efforts  of  good 
executives  27  strong  individuals  can  form  a  lively 
Grade  VIII. 
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Nine  Features  at  the  Exhibition 

At  the  Arena: 

Thrilling    Display    of   Horsemanship    by    Lenore 

Band,  Cheryl  Yates,  Gail  Steele 
Graceful  Gymnastics  —   "The  Tumbling  Trio"  by 

Barbara  Gillespie,  Pamela  MacCharles,  Diane 

Philipps 
Badminton  —  Exhibition   Game   by   Karen   Jones, 

Deidre  White 

At  the  Swimming  Pool: 

Demonstration  of  Style  and  Speed   by  Kathleen 
Armytage,  Noreen  Young 

At  the  Theatre: 

Ballet  —   "Pas  de  Trois"  by  Ginny  Cernohlavek, 

Tasma  Butler,  Donna  Day  Washington 
Drama  —  One  Act  Play  by  Jocelyn  Wilson,  Susan 

Peers,  Cydney  Burrell 
Music  Recital  by  Carol  Anne  Fields,  Judy  Munro, 

Shirley  Donaldson,  Gail  Carter 
Art  Exhibit  —  Paintings  by  Margaret  Buchanan, 

Barbara  Wrenshall,  Signe  Salzberg 
Fashion   Show  —  Creations   by    Heather    Miller, 

Susan  Averbach 


Grade  X 

A  is  for  absence  with  Allman  in  lead, 

B  is  for  Burrell  who's  sure  to  succeed. 

C  is  for  Cory  who's  bound  to  be  there  and 

D  is  for  Dyker  with  flaming  red  hair. 

E  is  for  Elvis:  Pat  thinks  he's  the  end  — 

F  is  for  Ford  our  photographer  friend. 

G  is  for  Glesby  who's  always  a  —  Dremen 

H  is  for  Helen  who's  always  a  —  schemin 

I  is  for  ink  from  Glorianne's  pen 

J  is  for  Joe,  the  joker  of  "10" 

K  is  for  Katz  and  for  Kipp  —  not  a  fish 

L  is  for  Lazareck  —  a  "coif"  is  her  wish. 

M  for  MacFarland  —  it's  "Bets"  that 

she  chooses  and 
N.  is  for  needle  that  Liz  ably  uses. 
O  is  for  order  which  Barbara  endorses 
P  is  for  Perfect  in  all  the  X  courses  — 
SI  is  for  Quiet ;  by  that  we  mean  Lynne, 
R  is  for  Rice  and  Riddell  so  "thin." 
S  is  for  Sidge,  our  one-time  class  Pres. 
T  is  for  talking  —  "that's  Armo"  we  sez. 
U  for  United;  Diana  would  love  it 
V  for  Jane's  Vigour  which  all  of  us  covet 
W  is  for  Wilson  of  which  we  have  two 
X,  T  and  Z  —  we  shall  leave  up  to  you. 
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S.  Kelsey, 
Grade  XI 
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The  Gymnastics  and    Dancing  Display 


An  outstanding  event  of  the  year  was  the 
Display  held  on  May  10th,  at  the  Playhouse 
Theatre.  The  evening  began  with  an  immaculate 
school  standing  on  the  stage  to  sing  "O  Canada" 
and  a  warm  address  of  welcome  by  Lyn  Stephen. 
Following  this  the  junior  school  gave  a  delightful 
demonstration  of  the  way  in  which  self 'confidence 
and  elementary  muscular  control  are  learnt  by 
directed  play,  and  the  obvious  enjoyment  of  the 
performers  won  the  audience's  hearts  in  the  first 
five  minutes. 

After  the  intermission  there  was  a  lively  and 
varied  programme  of  dancing  directed  by  Miss 
Fielde.  There  were  tiny  green  elves,  dainty  dolls, 
sailor  boys  and  girls,  colourful  peasant  girls,  and, 
of  course,  the  beautiful  white  tU'tus  of  the  senior 
ballet.     The   highlight  of  the  dancing  was  The 


Hurdy-Gurdy  Man  with  bouquets  to  D.  D. 
Washington,  J.  Cernohlavek,  Tasma  Butler  and 
Margaret  Fisher. 

The  demonstration  of  senior  work  in  gymnas- 
tics showed  graceful  exercises  using  hoops  and 
wands,  skilful  balancing  feats  at  dizzy  heights,  and 
excellent  work  on  the  mats  and  vaulting  box  by 
the  special  gymnastic  class.  The  finale  blended 
several  of  the  earlier  activities  into  an  effec- 
tive formation  on  various  heights  of  apparatus. 
The  generally  high  standard  of  work  throughout 
the  programme  reminded  us  how  fortunate  we  are 
that  gymnastics  at  Balmoral  Hall  is  under  the 
direction  of  Mr.  Per  Thorsen. 

Naomi  Genser, 
Grade  XI 
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A  SENIOR  BALLET  GROUP 
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SPORTS 


Sports  Report 

Track  and  Field  Day  started  off  this  year  in 
sports,  with  volleyball,  basketball,  skating,  ping- 
pong,  swimming  and  baseball  each  playing  an 
important  part  in  the  School  programme  as  the 
year  progressed. 

I  would  like  to  thank  the  School  basketball  team 
for  their  conscientious  play  throughout  the  season, 
particularly  during  our  exhibition  matches.  My 
deepest  appreciation  goes  to  the  House  Heads, 
the  Games  Captains  and  Lyn,  for  their  valuable 
help  at  games  during  the  year.  Without  this  help 
we  could  not  have  had  such  a  full  sports  programme. 

In  conclusion,  I  would  like  to  wish  next  year's 
Sports  Captain  the  best  of  luck,  and  I  hope  that 
she  will  have  as  satisfying  a  year  as  I  have  had. 

Beryl  Hoare, 
Sports  Captain 


Alumnae  Games  Night 

One  Monday,  February  4th,  the  Old  Girls 
challenged  the  Present  Girls  to  a  basketball  match. 
The  game  was  extremely  exciting  and  enthusiasm 
was  shown  by  all  the  players.  The  Present  Girls 
scored  a  victory  over  the  Old  Girls. 

In  return,  the  Present  Girls  challenged  the  Old 
Girls  to  a  volleyball  match.  Once  more,  the 
Present  Girls  won,  but  both  matches  were  exciting 
and  closely  contested. 


Boarders  vs.  Day  Girls 

In  March,  the  Senior  boarders  challenged  the 
Senior  day  girls  to  a  basketball  match.  This  was  a 
very  enjoyable  event,  with  the  boarders  beating 
the  day  girls  in  the  end. 

The  day  girls  returned  the  challenge  —  this 
time  to  a  Junior  volleyball  match.  Both  sides  put 
up  a  strenuous  fight,  with  the  day  girls  being 
victorious. 


BERYL  HOARE 


SPORTS  CAPTAIN 


Our  Sports  Captain 

We  would  like  to  add  something  here  which 
Beryl  will  not  have  in  her  report.  This  year,  we 
did  not  have  a  games  mistress,  which  left  much  of 
the  responsibility  in  the  games  world  to  Beryl. 
We  will  be  forever  grateful  for  her  cheerful  and 
efficient  organization  on  Sports  Day,  during  the 
volleyball  and  basketball  House  tournaments,  and 
her  management  of  the  School  Basketball  Team, 
which  resulted  in  our  victory  over  the  Alumnae — 
an  unheard  of  feat !  For  this,  and  much  more,  our 
sincere  thanks  to  Beryl  as  she  leaves  the  school. 
May  her  energy  and  enthusiasm  which  inspired  us 
all,  carry  her  on  to  still  "better  things". 

Lyn  Stephen 
Head  Girl 
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SPOUTS  DAY 


Sports  Day 

On  October  10th  we  held  our  Annual  Sports 
Day.  It  was  bright  and  sunny,  and  much  warmer 
than  usual,  which  greatly  added  to  everyone's 
enjoyment.  There  was  keen  competition  between 
the  houses,  with  Craig  Gowan  winning  top 
honours  for  the  day. 
Senior  Champion     . 

Carol  Stirling — Craig  Gowan 
Intermediate  Champion 

Patricia  Dalgleish — Ballater 
Junior  Champion     .      .      . 

Monica  Dowse — Craig  Gowan 
Midget  Champion     . 

Gail  Long — Craig  Gowan 

Volleyball 

The  Inter-House  volleyball  games  were  held 
during  the  Christmas  term.  Enthusiasm  was  shown 
in  every  house,  with  Craig  Gowan  placing  first  in 
the  tournament,  Braemar  second,  Ballater  third, 
and  Glen  Gairn  fourth.  Congratulations,  Craig 
Gowan. 

Ping  Pong 

Intermediate  Champion — Karen  Jones,  Ballater 
House.  Senior  Champion  -  -  Miriam  Lazareck, 
Craig  Gowan  House. 


Basketball 

Congratulations  to  Craig  Gowan  for  winning 
the  basketball  cup.  Ballater  placed  second,  with 
Braemar  coming  a  close  third.  There  was  keen 
competition  between  the  houses  and  all  the  games 
were  hard-fought. 

Special  congratulations  are  due  to  the  fourteen 
members  of  the  School  team  who  played  many 
exhibition  matches.  The  regular  attendance  at 
practices  helped  to  improve  the  standard  of  play 
and  to  give  the  team  a  very  successful  season. 

Swimming 

Junior,  intermediate  and  senior  events  were 
held  at  the  Y.W.C.A.  on  Friday,  May  31.  Keen 
competition  was  shown  in  all  the  races.  The  House 
Relay  was  won  by  Glen  Gairn,  Braemar  came  top 
m  the  diving,  but  the  swimming  trophy  was 
carried  away  by  Craig  Gowan.     Congratulations! 

Skating 

This  year  the  seniors  were  too  slow  to  partici- 
pate in  skating  races  as  the  weatherman  beat  them 
in  a  sudden  thaw.  The  juniors  and  intermediates, 
however,  came  through  in  fine  style,  with  Glen 
Gairn  placing  first,  and  Craig  Gowan  and  Ballater 
placing  second  and  third  respectively. 
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SCHOOL  BASKETBALL  TEAM 
HACK    ROW— B.  A.  Aitkens,  A.  A.  le  Masitre,  B.  Mcliae,  L.  Stephen. 
MIDDLE  HOW— (i.  McLaughlin,  A.  Thomas,  A.  Dykes,  R.  Burrell,  G.  Allman. 
FRONT  ROW— L.  Wilson,  L.  Elliott,  IS.  Hoare  (Captain),  H.  Smith,  B.  Sidgwick. 


CRAIG  GOWAN  VOLLEYBALL  TEAM-1957 


STANDING— B.  A.  Ait  kens,  N.  Censer. 

FRONT  ROW— S.  Peers,  M.  Lazareek,  D.  Elwood,  C.  Trimble,  B.  McRae  (Captain),  B.  Sidgwick,  J.  Blight, 

u  mi  ,^j  ._     L.  Stephen,  A.  Dykes. 
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IIAI  MIHIAL   HALL   CALENDAR 


CHRISTMAS  TERM  1956 


EASTER  TERM  1957 


Sept.  12 — Boarders  arrive. 
Sept.  13 — Opening  Prayers. 

Lyn  Stephen,  Head  Girl,  and  Prefects 

receive  cords. 
Sept.  15 — House  Heads  elected. 
Sept.  18 — House  Heads  receive  pins  from  former 

Heads. 
Sept.  19 — Class  Presidents  elected. 
Sept.  20 — First  House  meetings. 
Oct.     5 — Thanksgiving  Service. 

Two  new  Prefects  appointed. 
Oct.  5-8 — Thanksgiving  Weekend. 
Oct.     9 — First  Brownie  meeting. 
Oct.    10 — Sports  Day. 
Oct.    11 — House  pictures  taken. 
Oct.    12 — Mothers'  Auxiliary  Tea. 

Boarders  attend  "You  Never  Can  Tell" 

at  Playhouse  Theatre. 
Oct.    15 — Library  Executive  announced. 
Oct.    17 — Magazine  Executive  announced. 
Oct.  20 — Boarders  attend  Mantovani  Concert. 
Oct.  24 — United  Nations  Day. 

Special  Gymnastics  opening  class. 
Oct.   25 — Red  Feather  Campaign. 
Oct.  26 — St.  John's  Ravenscourt  Hallowe'en 

Dance. 
Oct.   30 — School   entertains   Mrs.    Vaughan    and 

Miss  MacGregor. 
Oct.   31 — Hallowe'en  visit  from  Old  Girls. 
Nov.    1 — All  Saints'  Day.     Early  Service  at  All 

Saints'  Church. 
Nov.    2 — Initiation  Party. 
Nov.  16 — Dolls'  House  Tea. 
Nov.  16-19 — Junior  Boarders'  Weekend. 
Nov.  21 — Junior  Symphony  Concert  attended  by 

Grades  VII,  VIII,  and  IX. 

Alumnae  Meeting. 

Grade  XII  visits  Normal  School. 
Nov.  22 — First  Piano  Recital. 
Dec.     4 — Boarders  have  diphtheria  inoculations. 

Craig  Gowan  wins  volleyball  finals. 
Dec.     6 — Collection   of  canned   foods   for   Point 

Douglas  Mission. 
Dec.     7 — Collection     of    clothes     for     Canadian 

"Save    the    Children    Fund"    and    St. 

Aldhelm's  Mission. 
Dec.  10-18 — Christmas  Examinations. 
Dec.   11 — Collection   of  toys   for   Point   Douglas 

Mission. 
Dec.    12 — School  Prayers:  Rev.  Serson  Clarke. 
Dec.    18 — Junior  School  Christmas  Party. 

Boarders  Christmas  Party. 
Dec.   19 — Christmas  Carol  Service  2.30  p.m. 

School  closes  for  Christmas  Vacation. 


Jan.  8 — Boarders  return. 
Jan.  9 — School  re-opens. 
Jan.    15 — Open  rehearsal  of  the  Royal  Winnipeg 

Ballet. 
Jan.    22 — Boarders  attend  performance  of  Royal 

Winnipeg  Ballet. 
Jan.    24 — Mr.  Wilhelm  Kaufman  takes  the    Art 

Classes. 
Feb.     1 — Senior  Boarders  attend   St.    John's 

Ravenscourt  hayride. 
Feb.     2 — Basketball  game  -  -  Balmoral  Hall  vs. 

Viscount  Alexander  High  School. 
Feb.     4 — Lecture  on  India  by  Rev.  T.  M.  Dustan 

of  Palampur,  India. 

Alumnae  Games  Night. 
Feb.     6 — School  Prayers:  Rev.  M.  L.  Goodman. 
Feb.     7 — Senior  Boarders  attend  "Othello". 
Feb.    13 — School  Prayers:  Rev.  G.  F.  Dyker. 
Feb.  15-17 — Boarders'  Weekend. 
Feb.   20— School  Prayers:  Rev.  F.  R.  Gartrell. 
Feb.    22 — Basketball  and  volleyball  —  Boarders  vs. 

Day  Girls. 

Showing  o  f  film,  "A  Tale  of  Two  Cities". 
Feb.   26 — Boarders  attend  Marion  Anderson 

Concert. 
Feb.   27 — Salk  Vaccine  —  Kindergarten-GradelX. 
Mar.    6— School  Prayers :  Rev.  G.  D.  Kelly. 
Mar.    8 — Boarders  attend  St.  John's  Ravenscourt 

Cadet  Ball. 
Mar.    9 — Basketball  Game  —  Balmoral  Hall  vs. 

West  Kildonan  High  School. 
Mar.  14 — Basketball  Game  —  Balmoral  Hall  vs. 

University  Bisonettes. 

Junior  Skating  Races. 
Mar.  19 — Basketball  Game  —  Balmoral  Hall  vs. 

United  College. 
Mar.  20 — School  Prayers:  The  Very  Rev.  G.  Burch 

of  Edmonton. 
Mar.  28-Apr.  5 — Easter  Term  Examinations. 
Mar.  30 — Manitoba  Gymnastics  Competition. 
Apr.    2 — Piano  Recital. 
Apr.  10 — School  closes  for  the  Easter  Vacation. 


SUMMER  TERM 

Apr.  23 — Boarders  return. 

Apr.  24 — School  re-opens. 

May    8 — Red  Cross  Drive. 

May  10 — Demonstration  of  Gymnastics  and  Danc- 
ing at  the  Playhouse  Theatre. 

May  17 — Victoria  Day  Weekend. 

May  31 — Inter-House  Swimming  Meet  at 
Y.W.C.A. 
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June     3 — Fashion  Show  and  Tea. 

Presentation  of  Athletic  Awards. 
June     7 — Piano  Recital  in  Drawing-Room. 
June     8 — Alumnae  Luncheon  for  Graduating 

Class. 
June     9 — Closing  Service  in  the  School  Grounds. 
June   14 — ClosingExercisesatWestminsterChurch, 

followed  by  Garden  Party  at  Balmoral 

Hall. 
June   14 — Graduation  Dance  at  the  School,  9.00  p.m. 


ALUMNAE  NOTES 
School  Day  Memories 

The  joys,  the  fears  and  the  embarrassing 
moments  of  former  school  days  came  to  life  on 
May  4,  at  the  Alumnae  Get-Together  Luncheon, 
when  representatives  of  the  three  previous  schools 
and  the  present  one  assembled  together.  Many 
laughs  and  much  chatter  was  the  result  of  memories' 
wheels  aturning!  Thanks  from  the  Alumnae  to 
Miss  Murrell-Wright  for  her  suggestion  to  hold 
this  luncheon  in  lieu  of  a  Spring  Tea.  Why  not 
something  similar  each  year,  perhaps  at  Annual 
Meeting  time? 

Miss  Idell  Robinson,  of  the  famed  Nursery 
School,  started  the  ball  rolling  by  reminiscing 
about  by-gone  Havergal  Days,  telling  tales  of  beaus 
on  bicycles  at  the  bottom  of  fire  escapes  and  balls 
of  string  hanging  out  of  the  window  (connection?), 
of  forbidden  snacks  hidden  in  the  most  incredible 
corners,  and  of  those  glorious  slides  down  the 
staircase.  It  is  interesting  to  note  here  that  Billie 
Baker,  Miss  Robinson's  first  pupil  in  her  Nursery 
School,  is  marrying  an  air  force  officer  on  May  11. 

Boarding  school  highlights  were  Mrs.  Wmdatt's 
most  vivid  memories,  mentioning  the  McBnde 
sisters  and  Mrs.  Osier  as  cohorts. 

The  days  of  black  bloomers  worn  for  basketball 
games  seemed  not  too  far  off  for  alums  such  as  Mrs. 
Crowe,  Mrs.  Hobday  and  Mrs.  Chisholm.  A 
protest  was  made  for  even  yet  visible  scars. 

Daughters1  bad  doings  were  remembered,  in 
particular,  the  stuffing  of  the  piano  by  Mrs. 
McCaw's  off -spring!  Congratulations  to  Marjory 
Ann  (Chisholm)  Johnson,  President  of  the  Junior 
League,  who  is  representing  Winnipeg  in  Cali- 
fornia shortly. 

Donna  Smale,  planning  to  be  married  m  the 
fall,  will  never  forget  when  Carolyn  Dowler  Reid 
was  ordered  to  scrape  the  gum  off  all  the  chairs  and 
desks  as  a  punishment  for  chewing  gum  herself. 

Mrs.  Airdrie  Bell  Cameron  can  still  feel  her 
teeth  stuck  together  by  those  scrumptious  caramels, 
when  asked  a  question  by  a  rather  bewildered 
substitute  teacher!  Mrs.  Cameron's  daughter, 
Janet  Matthews,  is  living  in  Dauphin  where  her 


husband  practises  law.  A  three-year-old  girl  and 
a  one-year-old  boy,  plus  Guide  work,  keep  her 
days  brimming  with  activity. 

Will  you  ever  forget,  Riverenders,  the  moment 
when  Joss  Robb  fell  into  the  burning  (?)  cauldron 
and  was  stuck?  (Garbage  bin  in  Macbeth  take-off). 
Daphne  White,  as  a  teacher  now  herself  in  Winni- 
peg, will  frequently  be  reminded  of  the  prankful 
days  at  her  old  school.  Speaking  of  take-offs,  Mrs. 
McGaw  and  Mrs.  Hobday  chuckled  with  glee 
when  envisioning  a  Havergal  pantomime  presenting 
eight  Alices! 

One  of  our  Executive,  who  sets  sail  for  Ottawa 
soon,  Pamela  Garton  Mclver,  a  bride  of  only  a  few 
weeks  ago,  recounted  an  incident  of  a  hair  pulling 
contest  between  herself  and  Rosemary  Henderson 
Marks  (also  married  in  February  to  Pat  Marks,  in 
preference  to  a  continued  and  famous  skating 
career).  Both  seem  to  have  pulled  through  all 
right ! 

Mrs.  John  Campbell,  nee  Marjone  Hunt, 
brought  us  all  back  to  the  reality  of  the  situation 
and  the  basic  reason  for  our  gaiety  and  happy 
memories.  Yes,  education.  Marjorie's  class  of 
thirty-five,  each  carried  one  and  a  half  dozen  roses 
at  the  closing  exercises  and  dance,  and  graduated 
eight  of  their  number  from  university  a  few  years 
later.     A  remarkable  percentage. 

One  of  our  most  effervescent  speakers  was  a 
one-time  field-day  champion,  who  was  presented 
as  a  result  of  her  meritorious  showing  with  the  book 
entitled,  "With  Wolfe  in  Canada".  Mrs.  Hobday 
couldn't  forget  the  crowded  Grade  XII  classroom 
and  the  necessity  to  crawl  over  the  desks  to  get 
into  them.  Hockey  games,  too,  were  paramount, 
especially  one  episode  when  the  girls,  playing 
opposite  a  boys'  team  (as  usual),  were  strictly 
forbidden  to  check  the  Archbishop's  sons! 

I,  as  Chairman,  hoped  that  I  could  squirm  out 
of  telling  a  story,  but  no  such  luck.  Oh,  those 
ghastly  recesses  spent  in  Miss  Carter's  sitting  room 
for  having  run  up  and  downstairs  with  Clem 
McNern  Savage's  lunch  bag.  In  great  fury,  Miss 
Burns,  our  Grade  V  teacher,  reprimanded  me 
descriptively  and  chalked  off  a  house-point.  And 
the  lunch  wasn't  even  good! 

So  much  for  the  carefree  past  of  school  days — 
let's  push  on  to  the  present  and  see  what  some  of 
our  illustrious  pals  are  doing,  have  done  and  profess 
to  do.     Here  goes! 

News 

Sonja  Nelson  has  opened  a  School  of  Dancing 
in  far-off  Prince  Albert. 

Betty  Morgan  Henderson  has  two  delightful 
packages  of  joy  (one  of  each),  to  score  up  on  the 
Off-Spring  List.     Enjoys  life  in  Calgary,  too. 

Annie  Lou  Ormiston,  tabbed  as  Dexter,  has  a 
job  with  the  BBC  in  London,  England,  and  is  seeing 
the  marvels  of  Europe  at  first  hand.     Betty-Mae, 
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her  sister,  will  be  on  staff  at  Deer  Lodge  Hospital 
this  summer,  before  completing  her  physiotherapy 
course  at  Toronto  next  year. 

Mrs.  Bruce  Cunningham,  nee  Judy  Hanson, 
married  last  summer,  is  the  proud  mother  of  a 
baby  girl. 

Kathleen  Adams  Richardson  and  Dorothy 
Adams  Rowlands  now  are  living  in  Banff,  Alta. 

Ruth  Monk  retires  in  August  as  head  of  the 
Medical  Library  after  a  number  of  years  and  plans 
a  two-year  sojourn  in  New  Zealand,  England, 
Europe,  U.S.A.,  before  returning  to  Victoria 
where  she  plans  to  live. 

Barbara  Parliament  Alexander  is  becoming 
accustomed  to  her  role  as  an  air  force  wife.  Will 
be  up-rooted  from  Winnipeg  again  in  November. 
One  little  boy,  Geoff. 

Marilyn  May  experienced  another  breath- 
taking cruise — this  time  around  South  America. 
What  fascinating  experiences — Carnival  at  Rio  and 
the  rough  seas  of  the  Straits  of  Magellan. 

Miriam  Baker  Blair  is  living  in  Quebec  City. 
Two  children. 

Elaine  Mclnnis  Finnbogason  is  moving  to 
Saskatoon. 

Elizabeth  Anne  Beaton  Sherman  is  living  now 
in  Vancouver. 

Cara  Joy  Hughes  received  her  M.A.  Degree 
from  Harvard  this  spring.  Plans  to  stay  on  in 
England  for  the  present. 

Betty  Muir  is  aspiring  for  her  Ph.D.  in  philos- 
ophy at  Providence,  R.I. 

Yours  truly,  Cecily  Ann  Gunn,  is  thrilled  to 
be  back  in  the  Teg,  working  at  an  interesting  re- 
search project  for  the  Provincial  Government. 
Two  and  a  half  years  wandering  from  here  to 
Vancouver,  via  the  Panama  Canal  to  Europe  and 
six  months  at  the  Sorbonne,  and  short  trips  hither 
and  thither  in  Europe,  are  wonderful  memories 
to  keep  tucked  away. 

Barbara  Cameron  Stevens  is  married  to  a  lawyer 
and  is  living  in  Victoria,  B.C.  A  son  and  daughter 
so  far. 

Diana  Grindley  is  studying  music  at  the  Royal 
Conservatory  in  Toronto. 

Winnipeg  General  Hospital  School  of  Nursing 
has  many  "Balmoral  Hallers"  on  its  roll:  Joey 
Adamson,  Beverley  Alcock,  Gail  Brooking,  Joan 
Malaher,  Sylvia  Pierce,  Jennifer  Rose,  Jane  Savage, 
Patricia  Smith,  Martha  Travers. 

Victoria  General  Hospital  has  on  its  roll :  Carol 
Cross,  June  Harris,  Maxine  Wright. 

Budding  scientists  at  U.  of  M.:  Daphne  and 
Diane  Smith,  Gayle  McLean,  Joy  McDiarmid,  Jane 
Mathewson,  and  Marilyn  Stephenson  is  in  Home 
Economics. 

Geills  Kilgour  and  Honor  Bonnycastle  are  off 
to  Europe  for  the  summer. 

Julie  Ann  Harris  and  Arma  Sifton  are  also 
joining  forces  for  a  European  visit. 

Dawna  Duncan  sets  sights  on  medicine! 


In  Favour  of  St.  John's  College 

(from  a  tal\  by  Idella  Ait\ens,  a  Balmoral  Hall 
graduate,  to  the  Graduating  Class.) 

I  have  been  asked  by  the  Student  Council  to 
speak  to  the  Graduating  Class  of  Balmoral  Hall  on 
the  value  of  attending  St.  John's  College.  Before 
speaking  to  you  as  a  member  of  St.  John's  College, 
I  would  like  to  speak  as  a  graduate  of  this  School. 

The  motto  of  Balmoral  Hall  is  "Meliora  Petens". 
This  motto  should  not  only  apply  to  the  time  you 
spend  at  School  but  should  be  carried  into  your  life 
afterwards.  Having  been  set  in  the  way,  you  must 
continue  in  the  way  of  "seeking  better  things". 
Many  graduates  of  the  school  have  fulfilled  this  in 
music,  ballet,  nursing  and  other  spheres.  I  speak 
as  one  who  is  attempting  to  do  so  through  a  uni- 
versity education. 

As  you  may  know,  the  University  of  Manitoba 
is  composed  of  many  small  faculties  including  Home 
Economics,  Nursing  Education,  Arts,  Science  and 
many  others.  Basic  to  all  courses  is  at  least  one 
year  of  Arts  or  Science.  St.  John's  offers  this 
basic  course,  as  well  as  a  complete  arts  course  and 
two  years  of  science  leading  to  a  B.  A.  or  B.Sc.  In 
this  respect  St.  John's  stands  in  competition  with 
the  University.  There  must  therefore  be  certain  val- 
ues in  attending  St.  John's  rather  than  the  University. 

Academically,  the  value  is  that  a  small  College 
offers  more  individual  attention  to  the  student — 
the  same  value  as  is  found  by  attending  an  in- 
dependent School  rather  than  a  large  public  School. 
The  advantages,  however,  are  not  restricted  to  the 
academic  aspect.  Personal  friendships  are  more 
rewarding  —  the  difference  between  knowing 
seventy-five  people  well,  and  seventy-five  people  in 
passing.  As  a  small  college,  St.  John's  competes 
in  all  extra-curricular  activities  of  the  University 
such  as  drama,  choral  society,  and  all  sports,  and 
has  proved  itself  by  winning  the  Dingwall  Trophy 
for  debating,  the  trophy  for  Varsity  Varieties  and 
several  sports'  trophies.  Our  Senior  Stick  is  Vice- 
President  of  the  Students'  Union  of  the  University, 
and  last  year,  St.  John's  provided  the  editors  for 
the  Telephone  Directory  and  the  Brown  and  Gold. 
This  excellent  record  is  not  only  due  to  a  greater 
requirement  and  participation  from  each  student,  but 
also  to  the  spirit  engendered  in  the  College  itself. 

St.  John's  is  also  a  Church  College.  As  a 
Church  School,  Balmoral  Hall  seeks  to  direct  its 
students  towards  better  things.  As  a  Church 
College,  St.  John's  seeks  to  extend  this  through 
further  intellectual  growth.  Our  motto  is,  "In 
lumine  tuo,  videbimus  lumen" — in  Thy  light  shall 
we  see  light — and  we  feel  that  this  is  the  cul- 
mination of  "Meliora  Petens"  in  the  field  of  higher 
education. 

As  a  member  of  St.  John's  College  and  a 
graduate  of  Balmoral  Hall,  I  would  therefore  invite 
you  to  come  to  our  college  and  continue  to  "seek 
better  things." 


Grade  XII 


ANTHEA  DYKES 

"Dirk"  has  had  one  main  preoccupation  all 
year — the  school  magazine.  But  this  has  not  pre' 
vented  her  from  taking  part  in  numerous  other 
activities.  Whether  it  was  as  Prefect  or  in  sports, 
this  energetic  miss  has  shone  brightly.  Her  friends 
will  miss  the  clowning  and  torn-foolery  that  stride 
gaily  along  with  Anthea  as  she  departs  for  uni- 
versity in  her  home  province  of  Alberta.  Our  best 
to  you,  Dirk,  and  we  hope  you  will  remain  as  happy 
as  you  have  made  us. 


AUDREY  LE  MAISTRE 

"Odd",  the  charming  class  president  of  Grade 
XII  and  Literary  Editor  of  the  magazine,  is  one  of 
our  many  boarders  from  Edmonton.  "Odd"  is  an 
able  and  keen  participant  in  all  sports,  being  in- 
valuable as  a  guard  on  the  School  basketball  team. 
She  is  a  strong  alto  in  the  choir,  and  rumour  has  it 
that  she  sings  the  XII's  to  sleep  at  night.  In  spite 
of  her  full  schedule,  this  versatile  boarder  faithfully 
executes  her  duties  as  "Chief  Turtle  Keeper"  and 
grows  cacti  in  her  spare  time. 


BETTY  McRAE 

Betty's  duties  as  Prefect  and  Head  of  Craig 
Gowan  House,  along  with  being  Head  of  the 
Residence,  have  meant  a  busy  but  happy  year. 
Every  job,  in  Betty's  estimation,  is  worth  doing 
well;  she  carries  this  motto  through,  adding  the 
personal  charm  of  a  wide  grin  to  the  formula. 
Sports  are  a  very  real  part  of  "Grannie's"  extra- 
curricular life,  for  she  starred  as  centre  on  the 
Senior  Basketball  team.  The  hearts  of  Balmoral  go 
with  you. 


LYN  STEPHEN 

The  Lord   above   made   man   to   'elp   'is 
neighbour". 

Lyn's  winning  smile  and  pleasant  manner  will 
always  make  Balmoral's  busy  "Beavah"  a  leader  and 
a  friend.  Top  academic  grades  as  well  as  active 
participation  in  sports  have  led  to  a  well-rounded 
personality  in  Lynnie.  Hailing  from  Redditt, 
Ontario,  our  Head  Girl  rounds  off  five  years  as  a 
boarder  to  enter  Winnipeg's  General  Hospital. 
The  best  luck  ever  as  you  carry  the  lamp  through 
life. 
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Grade  XI 

ELSIE  ALBERTSEN 

Elsie,  one  of  our  capable  Prefects,  has  had  quite 
an  active  year.  Besides  being  Head  Librarian,  she 
has  participated  in  all  sports  and  is  a  firm  supporter 
of  Glen  Gairn  House.  You  can  usually  find  Elsie 
in  the  classroom  studying — especially  mathematics. 
Next  year,  Elsie  plans  to  return  to  Balmoral  Hall 
for  her  Grade  XII —  Good  luck,  Elsie! 


JOANNE  BLIGHT 

Jo  has  had  a  very  active  year  at  Balmoral  Hall. 
Besides  being  sports  captain  and  a  loyal  supporter 
of  Craig  Gowan,  she  has  been  an  efficient  advertis- 
ing manager  of  the  School  Magazine.  Jo  has  even 
found  time  to  participate  in  all  sports,  to  sing  in 
the  school  choir  and  most  of  all  she  has  been  an 
able  and  effective  prefect.  Next  year  will  see  her 
in  the  halls  of  Success.  Good  luck,  Jo!  we'll  miss 
you. 


KATHARINE  FAHLMAN 

"Kitty-Bugs",  our  energetic  but  unathletic 
Head  of  Braemar,  can  usually  be  found  buying 
purple  rinse  to  adorn  her  "purple-headed  moun- 
tain." If  it  were  possible,  this  would  be  written  in 
purple  ink,  scented  with  Blue  Grass.  She  is  loved 
by  everyone,  and  in  time  of  need  Kathy  is  always 
willing  to  help,  even  if  she  hasn't  got  her  glasses  on. 
Next  year  Kathy  intends  to  horrify  the  Maths. 
Professor  at  the  University  of  Manitoba.  God 
bless  her  whatever  she  does. 


NAOMI  GENSER 

"Gense",  the  uniform  monitress  for  Craig 
Gowan,  is  our  representative  on  Eaton's  Junior 
Council  this  year.  As  wel'  as  being  on  the  Magazine 
Executive,  she  has  found  time  to  play  volleyball 
and  to  sing  in  the  soprano  section  of  the  choir. 
She  will  long  be  remembered  for  her  searches  for 
the  perfect  diet.  Next  year  will  find  "Gense" 
driving  her  "Rolls-Royce"  to  the  U.  of  M.  Happy 
days  to  you. 


MARGARET  GILLESPIE 

Marg  has  led  a  very  active  year  at  school, 
despite  the  broken  arm.  She  was  class  vice- 
president — an  excellent  one;  she  was  a  member  of 
the  Library  Executive;  she  sang  in  the  Choir  and 
starred  in  the  Christmas  Nativity  Service.  Ballater 
found  her  a  strong  supporter  and  a  good  secretary- 
treasurer.  For  the  boarders  she  was  a  bright  light 
and  an  endless  source  of  amusement.  Next  year 
will  see  her  happy  smile  in  Grade  XII  at  Balmoral. 


BERYL  HOARE 

"Boidy",  our  boarder  from  Montreal,  has  given 
us  all  outstanding  leadership  in  the  field  of  sports 
this  year.  However,  even  with  the  busy  schedule 
of  Sports  Captain,  prefect,  member  of  the  maga- 
zine executive  and  Choir,  she  has  still  found  time 
to  keep  Grade  Eleven  in  gales  of  laughter.  Beryl 
is  not  sure  yet  whether  she  will  be  returning  to 
England  for  further  education  or  remaining  in 
Canada,  but  whatever  she  decides  to  do,  we  wish 
her  good  luck  in  the  future. 


SHELAGH  KELSEY 

Shelagh  has  had  a  very  busy  year  at  Balmoral. 
She  is  a  soprano  in  the  Choir  and  in  the  "descant" 
section.  She  is  uniform  monitress  of  Ballater 
House  and  also  may  often  be  found  in  the  art-room 
or  library.  She  is  art  editor  of  the  School  magazine, 
and  a  highly  successful  member  of  its  advertising 
committee.  After  Grade  XII  at  Balmoral  she 
hopes  to  be  a  doctor.     All  good  wishes,  Shelagh. 


SUE  MACK 

"Schmack",  our  pert  dark  haired  lass  from  Port 
Arthur,  is  one  of  Balmoral's  "livelier"  boarders. 
Sue  is  a  member  of  the  Library  Executive  and  one 
of  Grade  Eleven's  top  French  students.  Between 
practising  ballet  and  defending  Port  Arthur,  Sue 
finds  time  to  cheer  all  those  around  her  with  her 
friendly  smile  and  helping  hand.  Next  year  will 
find  Sue  back  for  Grade  XII.  All  the  best  in  the 
future,  Schmack! 


MARGARET  MACDERMID 

Marg,  a  member  of  good  standing  m  Glen  Gairn 
House,  is  our  boarder  from  Toronto.  She  often 
terrorizes  her  room-mates  with  her  "slumbery 
agitation"  and  her  love  of  onions.  Margie-Ann,  as 
"that  certain  boy"  called  her,  is  always  ready  and 
waiting  for  that  mail  from  out  of  town.  Next  year 
the  boarders  will  lose  this  happy  "carrier  of  the 
post."     Good  luck  to  you,  Marg.  whatever  you  do! 


gale  Mclaughlin 

"Mickey",  our  cheerful  Til  ole  South  Paw,  hails 
from  Calgary.  She  firmly  believes  that  the  West  is 
the  best,  and  belligerently  defends  it.  Her  Western 
jiving  and  infectious  laugh  rock  the  White  House 
continually.  She  is  an  ardent  and  excellent  member 
of  both  the  basketball  and  volleyball  teams,  and 
she  is  Ballater's  capable  Head.  Gale  is  thinking 
seriously  of  attending  business  college  in  Calgary 
next  year.    Best  of  luck,  "Mickey" ! 
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GAYLE  MORRIS 

Gayle,  our  quiet  member  in  Grade  XI,  is  not  so 
quiet  in  the  residence.  Her  love  of  lilac-time,  even 
m  winter,  is  quite  overwhelming  to  her  room-mates. 
She  is  a  member  of  the  Library  Executive,  and  is 
a  keen  enthusiast  in  all  sports.  Gayle  comes  from 
that  oily  spot  on  the  map,  Virden.  Next  year  she 
plans  to  continue  at  Balmoral  Hall  in  Grade  XII. 
Good  luck,  Gayle. 


REESA  RIESENBERG 

Reesa  has  had  a  busy  year  as  a  firm  supporter  of 
Gbn  Gairn  House  and  as  a  member  of  the  Library 
Executive — fiction  and  art  division.  She  sings  in 
the  soprano  section  of  the  School  Choir  and  we  see 
hopes  of  a  future  Liberace.  Next  year  will  find 
Reesa  traversing  the  halls  of  "Success".  Best  of 
luck,  Reesa,  we  will  certainly  miss  you! 


CAROL  STIRLING 

Carol  is  our  senior  track  and  field  star.  She  was 
class  President,  is  a  member  of  the  School  Choir 
and  is  a  busy  member  of  the  Library  Executive. 
Carol,  a  day-girl  for  several  years,  is  completing 
her  School  days  as  a  boarder  at  Balmoral,  so  she 
really  knows  the  school  well.  Next  year  Carol 
returns  to  the  United  States  to  join  her  family  and 
go  to  College.  The  best  of  luck  in  all  you  do, 
Carol. 


JAYNE  SWINDEN 

Jayne  is  the  girl  with  the  infectious  laugh  who 
brightens  up  the  classroom  with  her  sparkling 
personality.  Desoite  her  duties  as  class  Vice- 
President,  she  still  finds  time  to  study  Grade  IX 
Piano,  sing  alto  in  the  School  Choir,  and  play 
volleyball  and  basketball  on  the  Glen  Gairn  teams. 
A  member  of  the  Library  Executive,  Jayne  is  for- 
ever comparing  "notes"  with  Carol.  For  trans- 
portation to  the  University  of  Manitoba  next  year, 
Jayne  can  depend  on  her  trusty  "beetle". 


ALYSON  THOMAS 

Alley,  alias  Afton,  is  a  busy  prefect,  the  hard- 
working Head  of  Glen  Gairn  House,  and  a  member 
of  the  School  Choir.  She  participates  in  all  sports, 
and  was  a  valuable  member  of  the  School  basketball 
team.  Alyson  was  the  star  of  the  fashion  show, 
modelling  her  graduation  dress.  Next  year,  Alley 
will  enter  Nursing  at  the  Winnipeg  General 
Hospital  and  we  wish  her  all  success. 


CAROL  TRIMBLE 

Carol,  better  known  as  "Trimby",  is  secretary 
of  Craig  Gowan  House.  Besides  being  Class 
President,  she  is  a  member  of  the  Library  Executive 
and  an  ardent  supporter  of  volleyball.  On  the 
musical  side,  she  is  a  never-failing  member  of  the 
Choir.  Her  favourite  expression  is  "Those 
Warriors  are  going  to  win  yet".  Carol  hopes  to 
take  Grade  XII  next  year.  Lots  of  luck  in  the 
future,  "Trimby". 


CAROL  WALLACE 

Carol,  an  eager  member  of  Glen  Gairn  House, 
is  Grade  Eleven's  star  gymnast  and  ballet  dancer. 
She  also  gives  needed  support  to  the  soprano 
section  of  the  School  Choir,  and,  on  Wednesdays, 
she  can  usually  be  found  in  the  Library  as  she  is  on 
the  Library  Executive.  Next  year,  Carol  plans  to 
enter  Science  at  the  University.  Lots  of  luck  in 
the  future,  Carol. 


NANCY  WHITE 

Nancy,  our  energetic  School  Captain  this  year, 
sings  in  the  School  Choir  and  is  on  the  Magazine 
Executive.  Always  willing  to  lend  a  helping  hand, 
she  can  usually  be  found  at  five  to  nine  giving  aid 
to  some  lost  physics  student.  Cheerful  Nancy 
keeps  Grade  XI  in  good  spirits  and  does  a  thought' 
ful  job  as  a  Prefect.  We  wish  her  the  best  of  luck 
next  year! 


JENNIFER  YOUNG 

"Jeff",  the  sparkling  sports  captain  of  Braemar 
House,  excels  not  only  in  sports,  but  also  in 
gymnastics  and  ballet.  She  is,  besides,  a  valued 
member  of  the  soprano  section  in  the  School  Choir. 
Balmoral  Hall  will  see  Jeff  back  for  Grade 
Twelve,  and  then  perhaps  she  will  go  to  School  in 
Switzerland,  but  whatever  she  does,  our  good 
wishes  will  go  with  her. 
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THE  SCHOOL  DIRECTORY 


Aitkens,  Betty  Anne 

Boissevain,  Man 

Albertsen,  Elsie 

Homewood,  Man. Carman 

Albertsen,  Carol 

Homewood,  Man Carman 


Alexander,  Jennifer 

85  Yale  Avenue 43 

Allman,  Gail 

236  Victoria  Crescent 20 


Andison,  Margaret 

74  Roslyn  Crescent 42 

Andison,  Maryel 

74  Roslyn  Crescent 42< 

Armstrong,  Caroline 

405  Waverley  Street 40 

Armytage,  Kathleen 

72  Kingsway  Avenue 4 

Armytage,  Carol 

72  Kingsway  Avenue 4 

Averbach,  Susan 

330  Bredin  Drive,  E.K LEnox  3 

Baker,  Nora 

1199  Wellington  Crescent 40 

Band,  Lenore 

1117  B,  Grosvenor  Avenue 4 

Berry,  Julia 

310  Dromore  Avenue 4 

Blight,  Joanne 

233  Scotia  Street JUstice  6 

Bobrowski,  Carol 

462  Montague  Avenue 4 

Bracken,  Susan 

234  Oxford  Street 40 

Bracken,  Michael 

234  Oxford  Street 40 

Bracken,  Wendy 

320  Yale  Avenue 42 

Brown,  Margot 

719  Kildonan  Drive LEnox  3 

Buchanan,  Margaret 

544  Ash  Street 40 

Burdett,  Vanessa 

303  Cordova  Street 40 

Burrell,  Rae 

115  Westgate SPruce  5 

Burrell,  Cydney 

115  Westgate SPruce  5 
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1224 
1224 
-5411 
1558 
6753 
6753 
-3329 
6276 
6276 
1842 
2744 
4220 
6796 
-3832 
4886 
2561 
2561 
4382 
7949 
4904 
8275 
1701 
1701 


Burton,  Joan 

4616  Coronation  Drive,  Calgary,  Alta. 

Butler,  Tasma 

10330  -  120th  St.,  Edmonton,  Alta. 

Campbell,  Heather 

405  Hosmer  Blvd 40-3235 

Carter,  Gail 

717  Robertson  Road,  Kenora.  Ont 6243 

Cernohlavek,  JarI'Lynn 

Billings,  Montana,  U.S.A 3339 


4-7019 


Chant,  Margaret 
2  Sandra  Bay,  F.G 

Clough,  Elizabeth 

511  Stradbrooke  Avenue 4-6675 

Clough,  Judith 

511  Stradbrooke  Avenue 4-6675 

Colville,  Louise 

157  Carpathia  Crescent 40-5185 

Colwill,  Virginia 

104  Roslyn  Road 4-5539 

Colwill,  Laura 

104  Roslyn  Road 4-5539 


Cory,  Carole  Ann 
Virden,  Man 


224 


Craib,  Dianne 

447  Silver  Heights  Apts VErnon  2-4084 

Crawford,  Jamie  Lynn 
66  Eastgate 

Cross,  Margot 

8727  Saskatchewan  Drive, 
Edmonton,  Alta. 

Cruse,  Dell 

103  Cunnington  Avenue CHapel  7-3749 

Curry,  Kathleen 

246  Dromore  Avenue 44649 

Curry,  Patrick 

246  Dromore  Avenue 4-4649 

Dalgleish,  Patricia 

920  University  Drive,  Saskatoon,  Sask 9-8393 

Dangerfield,  Pamela 

74  St.  Mary's  Road 42-2537 

Dickson,  Deborah 

1034  Wellington  Crescent 40-3989 


51 


Do'.dge,  Jane 

99  Middlegate  SPruce  24144 

Donaldson,  Shirley 

Virden,  Man.  .  478-J 

Dowse,  Monica 

167  Kingston  Row  CHapel  74198 

Dyker,  Marion 

886  Dorchester  Avenue  4-6010 

Dykes,  Anthea 

Wetaskiwin,  Alta 79 

Eaton,  Nancy  Ann 

1015  Wellington  Crescent  404835 

Elliott,  Jacouelyn 

318  Kingsway  Avenue  42-5029 

Elwood,  Diana 

273  Oxford  Street  ..  40-2600 

Evans,  Judith 

144  Ash  Street 40-4410 

Evans,  Suzanne 

12719  Stony  Plain  Road, 
Edmonton,  Alta. 
Everett,  Horace 

280  Roslyn  Road 42-9379 

Everett,  Margot 

280  Roslyn  Road 42-9379 

Fahlman,  Katharine 

Kinistino,  Sask 61 

Fedorick,  Sandra 

141  Langside  Street SPruce  5-2201 

Ferguson,  Jane 

221  Waverley  Street 40-6174 

Ferguson,  Deborah 

221  Waverley  Street 40-6174 

Fields,  Carol  Anne 

265  Kingsway  Avenue 4-4666 

Fisher,  Margaret 

13404-123  Avenue,  Edmonton,  Alta 7-6857 

Folliott,  Lynn 

11  Oakdale  Drive VErnon  2-5043 

Ford,  Maureen 

Chesterfield  Inlet,  Via  Churchill,  Man. 
Friesen,  Victoria 

202  Girton  Blvd 40-6623 

Funnell,  Lynn 

35  Oak  Street 40-2085 

Funnell,  Sandra  Jean 

35  Oak  Street 40-2085 

Gallie,  Joan 

Lynn  Lake,  Man. 
Genser,  Naomi 

70  Waterloo  Street 40-2058 

Gibbins,  Rose 

Kenora,  Ont. 
Gillespie,  Margaret 

155  Irving  Place,  N.K EDison  1-6763 


Gillespie,  Barbara 

155  Irving  Place,  N.K.  EDison  1-6763 

Glesby,  Carol 

161  McAdam  Avenue.  JUstice  6-2515 

Goodman,  Judith 

191  College  Street  6-1564 

Glazerman,  Marcia 

272  Oxford  Street  ...  40-2403 

Griffiths,  Vicky 

645  Kingsway  Avenue  .40-4958 

Hampton,  Pamela 

870  Mulvey  Avenue  44-4872 

Harris,  Judith 

291  Cordova  Street  40-4686 

Hoare,  Beryl 

8  Thornton  Avenue, 

Town  of  Mount  Royal,  P.Q. 
Howat,  Brenda 

319  Kelvin  Blvd.  40-6479 

Huggard,  Shelley 

4553  Roblin  Blvd.  ,  .  VErnon  2-3515 

Jacobson,  Geraldine 

465  Campbell  Street  40-4147 

Jones,  Karen 

Minaki,  Ont. 

Katz,  Janice 

129  Smithfield  Avenue JUstice  9-7703 

Kaufmann,  Katherine 
910  McMillan 

Kelsey,  Shelagh 

Ste.  23,  Rochester  Apts WHitehall  3-4358 

Kelsey,  Corrinne 

47  Waterloo  Street 40-1292 

Kinzie,  Joyce 

749  South  Drive,  F.G.  43-2969 

Kilgour,  Elizabeth 

275  Harvard  Avenue  4-6570 

Kipp,  Catherine 

8  Fulham  Avenue  40-7711 

Kurz,  Beverley 

435  Pembina  Highway  4-1272 

Law,  Brenda 

242  Thurso  Street  42-7778 

Lazareck,  Miriam 

620  Queenston  Street  40-3617 

Leach,  Linda 

761  Wellington  Crescent  4-9123 

Le  Beau,  Brenda 

674  Waverley  Street  40-2662 

le  Maistre,  Audrey 

10625  Saskatchewan  Drive 3-1227 

Edmonton,  Alta. 
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LlIVAMAE,  MARET 

1101  Wolseley  Avenue  SPruce  54506 

Long,  Gail 

P.O.  Box  1565, 

San  Jose,  Costa  Rica, 
Central  America 
Lount,  Carol 

101  Grenfell  Blvd.  40-5251 

Mack,  Susan 

40  South  High  Street  5-8381 

Port  Arthur,  Ont. 
Macdermid,  Margaret 

Apt.  2,  299  Rosewell  Avenue, 
Toronto,  Ont. 
Macnamara,  Dianne 

126  Niagara  Street  40-6888 
Mathewson,  Diana 

283  Yale  Avenue 4-4600 

Mercer,  Joan 

120  Maryland  Street  SUnset  3-6817 

Miller,  Heather 

668  Kildonan  Drive  LEnox  3-8822 

Moffat,  Nina 

50  Albert  Street  300  Ring  3 

Dry  den,  Ont. 
Moody,  Jane 

Lot  78,  St.  Norbert,  Man 42-0203 

Moore,  Darryl 

61  Roslyn  Crescent  43-3968 

Moorhouse,  Sylvia 

227  Academy  Road  42-7476 

Morris,  Gayle 

Virden,  Man.  183 

Moss,  Patricia 

338  Montrose  Street  40-1680 

Munro,  Judith 

194  Montrose  Street  40-2544 

Murray,  Madeleine 

703  Wellington  Crescent  43-1886 

MacCharles,  Pamela 

540,  7th  Avenue,  S.W.  6-2617 

Medicine  Hat,  Alta. 
McDonald,  Penny 

127  Handsart  Blvd.  40-7489 
McFarland,  Betty  Ann 

340  Montrose  Street 40-5757 

McGibbon,  Helen 

25RuskinRow  4-6040 

McKenty,  Louise 

207  Oxford  Street 40-5046 

McKenty,  Christopher 

207  Oxford  Street 40-5046 

McLaughlin,  Gale 

2719  Wolfe  Street 44-2510 

Calgary,  Alta. 
McLean,  Anne 

119  Brock  Street 40-4049 


McMahon,  Patricia 

R.R.  1,  Headingly,  Man.  VErnon  2-7901 

McNaughton,  Diane 

256  Waverley  Street  40-3143 

McPherson,  Wendy 

111  Park  Blvd 40-5591 

McRae,  Betty 

Apt.  E,  424  Nelson  St 316 

Fort  Frances,  Ont. 

Nelson,  Nancy 

285  Academy  Road  .    42-6654 

Nichol,  Betty 

Bagot,  Man. 

Park,  Barbara 

440  Ash  Street 40-5639 

Payne,  Barbara 

290  Montrose  Street 40-1562 

Peers,  Susan 

12715  Stony  Plain  Road 8-5661 

Edmonton,  Alta. 
Pennock,  Patricia 

265  Dromore  Avenue 43-5001 

Pennock,  Catherine 

265  Dromore  Avenue 43-5001 

Pennock,  Martha 

265  Dromore  Avenue 43-5001 

Phillips,  Diane 

1604  Victoria  Avenue 6017 

Brandon,  Man. 

Rice,  Glorianne 

564  Inkster  Blvd JLJstice  6-2865 

Richardson,  Carolyn 

5209  Roblin  Blvd VErnon>3113 

Riddell,  Linda 

7  Oriole  Apts.,  Ill  Furby  Street  SPruce  5-4167 
Riesenberg,  Reesa 

165  Matheson  Avenue JLJstice  9-7771 

Riley,  Suzanne 

430  Hosmer  Blvd 40-4758 

Riley,  Jean 

43Middlegate SPruce  2-4467 .. 

Ross,  Jane 

205  Grenfell  Blvd 40-5623 

Russell,  Nancy 

61  Waterloo  Street 40-2731 

Salzberg,  Signe 

695  Wolseley  Avenue  SUnset  3-3569 

Sellers,  Anne 

4309  Roblin  Blvd VErnon  2-4815 

Charleswood,  Man. 
Sellers  Joan 

4309  Roblin  Blvd VErnon  2-4815 

Charleswood,  Man. 
Shepard,  Caroline 

299  Hillcrest  Avenue.,  Ottawa 
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Sidgwick,  Barbara 

Wallace,  Rosalind 

Ste.  11,  The  Monica   

4-7350 

215  Oxford  Street 

40-6394 

235  Ferndale  Avenue 

Washington,  Donna-Day 

Silvester,  Deanna 

621  Vancouver  Avenue 

3-192 

7  Oriole  Apts. 

SPn 

ice  5-4167 

Penticton,  B.C. 

Smerchanski,  Joan 

Watson,  Louise 

102  Handsart  Blvd. 

40-5553 

435  Churchill  Drive 

4-9088 

Smerchanski,  Rhonda 

Waygood,  Pamela 

102  Handsart  Blvd. 

40-5553 

1016  Radisson,  F.G. 

43-4271 

Smith,  Helen 

Webb,  Nancy 

551-20th  Street  West, 

4195 

1044  McMillan  Avenue 

42-2210 

Prince  Albert,  Sask. 

Weinstein,  Audrey 

Spitzer,  Eloise 

283  Seven  Oaks,  W.K. 

JUstice  9-6071 

265  Wildwood  Park,  Fort  G; 

irry 

4-5135 

Welply,  Jenniferjane 

Steele,  Gail 

90  Princeton  Blvd. 

VErnon  2-2833 

250  Oxford  Street 

40-1205 

Charleswood,  Man. 

Stephen,  Lyn 

Weston,  Susan 

Redditt,  Ont. 

289  Lipton  Street 

SPrucc  5-1741 

Stevenson,  Judy 

121  Cochrane  Street 

White,  Deidre 

7-5151 

202  Handsart  Blvd. 

40-5932 

Portage  la  Prairie,  Man. 

White,  Dilys 

Stewart,  Ruth 

202  Handsart  Blvd. 

40-5932 

201  Handsart  Blvd. 

40-5500 

White,  Nancy 

Stewart-Smith,  Susan 

213  Kmgsway  Avenue 

4-6754 

175  Lanark  Street 

40-1179 

Whitmore,  Jo- Anne 

Stewart-Smith,  Sara 

156  Ash  Street 

40-1124 

175  Lanark  Street 

40-1179 

Wiley,  Lindsay 

Stirling,  Carol 

65  Fulham  Avenue 

40-1924 

Thurmont,  Md.,  U.S.A. 

Wiley,  Marilyn 

Swaffield,   Lily 

395  Waverley  Street 

40-1340 

580  Strathcona  Street 

SPrucc 

Wiley,  Elaine 

Swinden,  Jayne 

395  Waverley  Street 

40-1340 

1315  Wellington  Crescent 

40-5920 

Wilson,  Dell 

Swinden,  Gael 

71  Westgate 

SUnset  3-6815 

586  River  Avenue 

4-1043 

Wilson,  Kay 

Sym,  Nancy 

71  Westgate 

SUnset  3-6815 

751  McMillan  Avenue 

4-9581 

Wilson,  Lucinda 

Sutherland,  Joanne 

Box  1184,  Wetaskiwin,  Alta 

817 

246  Colony  Street 

SPruce  2-2491 

Wilson,  Faith 

Sutherland,  Nina  Mae 

183  Yale  Avenue 

42-3030 

246  Colony  Street 

SPruce  2-2491 

Wilson,  Jocelyn  K. 

Thomas,  Alyson 

11  Harvard  Avenue 

42-4808 

172  Church  Avenue 

JUstice  1-64 

Wilson,  Deborah 

Thomas,  Marged 

1198  Grosvenor  Avenue 

42-3339 

Smoky  Lake,  Alta. 

Windatt,  Janet  L. 

Thorkelsson,  Janis 

177  Ash  Street 

40-2794 

1112  Wolseley  Avenue 

SUnset  3-539 

Wrenshall,  Barbara 

Trimble,  Carol 

556  Lucerne  Place. 

233  Hertford  Blvd. 

40-1514 

North  Vancouver,  B.C. 

Tucker,  Linda  Gail 

Yates,  Cheryl  E. 

134  Handsart  Blvd. 

40-5502 

1234  Wellington  Crescent 

40-1402 

Urouhart,  Anita 

Young,  Noreen 

466  Niagara  Street 

40-1244 

Flin  Flon,  Man. 

66£6 

Vincent,  Constance 

Young,  Jennifer 

307  Dromore  Avenue 

4-5902 

734  Somerset  Avenue,  F.G. 

4-5355 

Wallace,  Carol 

Zoltok,  Karen 

215  Oxford  Street 

40-6394 

790  South  Drive,  F.G. 

43-0331 
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R>r  a  Merry  -Go-Round  of  Pure  Treats... 
CHRISTIE'S    BISCUITS 


CHRISTIE,   BROWN   AND  COMPANY,  LIMITED 


YOUR  DRUGGIST 

W.  H.  RINGER 

PRESCRIPTION  SPECIALISTS 

Cor.  Lilac  and  Dorchester 

Phone  4-1600  -  4-4033 


Hanford  Drewitt  Ltd. 

241   PORTAGE  AVE. 

LADIES'  IMPORTED 
CASHMERE  SWEATERS 

By 
BRAEMAR  AND  PRINGLE 


We  are  grateful  to  the  following  advertisers  who  are  supporting  our  magazine 
with  a  single  line  in  place  of  their  usual  space  advertisement.  This  helps  us 
to  lower  the  cost  of  publication. 


Moody  and  Moore  Architects 
Stovel-Advocate  Press  Ltd. 


A.  S.  Leach 

Dr.  T.   F.   Blight 

Compliments  of  a  Friend 
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Pmtefr  (ttalkge 


An  Institution  of  The  United  Church  of  Canada 

Affiliated  with  The  University  of  Manitoba 

Centrally  located  in  downtown  Winnipeg 


University  Department  —  Complete  Arts  Course 

First  and  Second  Year  Science 

Pre-Professional  courses  for  Medicine,  Dentistry, 

Engineering,  Architecture,  Pharmacy,  Law,  Commerce. 

Collegiate  Department  — ■  Levels  II  and  III  (Grades  XI  and  XII) 

Supplemental  classes  in  Grades  XI  and  XII 
(August  2nd  to  24th) 

Theology  Department  —  Diploma,  B.D.  and  S.T.M.  courses 

Scholarships  and 

Bursaries  available  —  Manitoba,  Isbister  and  others  tenable  at  United  College 

Residences  —  for  Men  and  Women 

Write  to  the  Registrar,  United  College,  Winnipeg 
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(A  ff  Mill  eel  with  I  he  University  of  Manitoba) 

Situated  on  Broadway  between  Hargrave  and  Carlton  Streets  in  Downtown 

Winnipeg 


Residences  for  Men  and  Women 


Co-educational 


ST.  JOHN'S  COLLEGE 

University  Department — Full  Arts  course  leading  to  the  degree  of 
Bachelor  of  Arts.  Two  years  in  Science.  Pre-Professional  Courses  lead- 
ing to  Education,  Medicine,  Nursing,  Dentistry,  Engineering,  Architec- 
ture, Pharmacy,  Law,  Commerce. 

Theology  Department — Courses  of  instruction  for  candidates  for  Holy 
Orders  and  other  full-time  ministry  in  the  Anglican  Church  of  Canada, 
leading  to  the  Licentiate  of  Theology  and  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of 
Divinity. 

Valuable  Scholarships  offered,  including  the  St.  John's  College  Ladies' 
Auxiliary  Scholarship  for  a  student  of  Balmoral  Hall  School  proceeding 
to  St.  John's  College. 

For  full  information  concerning  fees,  scholarships,  bursaries  and  conditions 
of  entrance,  write  to — 

Rev.  Canon  L.  F.  Wilmot,  Warden  of  St.  John's  College, 
347  Broadway,  Winnipeg  1,  Manitoba. 
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Compliments  of 


BROOKINGS 

j)rucf  Store 


M.  J.  BROWN 


(S^G) 


116  Osborne  St.    —     Phone  4-6110 


Established  1902 


Guy,  Chappell,  Guy,  Wilson 
"Coghlin" 

BARRISTERS   and   SOLICITORS 


Natural   Gas   Bldg. 
265   Notre   Dame  Ave.,   Winnipeg 


OVERSEAS  EDUCATION  LEAGUE 
OF  CANADA 


TRAVEL  SERVICE 

SEA     .     LAND     -    AIR 

Phone  WHitehall  2-2819 
642  Somerset  Bldg  -  Winnipeg 


Compliments  of 

J\,  cA,  Qille&pie 

PRODUCER  OF   FOREST  PRODUCTS 

* 
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Toronto  Elevators  Ltd. 

Grain  Exchange 

17  T     /r^AX7"I7"DC                   *  By  Special  Delivery 

rLUW^KO                   *  By  Telegraph 

Buy  with  the 

For  Every  Occasion  Assurance  of  our 

*  50  years  Service 

"Flowers  That  Last"                                       *  to  Manitobans. 

R.  B.    ORMISTON  LIMITED 

Winnipeg  and  Flin  Flon 

Bob  Ormiston                                          Phone  42-3811 — 12  Ma"   Ormiston 


WHITE  STUDIOS 

259  Thurso  Ph.  42-3859 


ti¥asi6ld  and  Setty  7&6tte 

PHOTOGRAPHERS 
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LESLIE'S  STORAGE  LTD. 


Phone  WHitehall  3-1577 


Kummen-Shipman  Electric  Limited 

270  Fort  Street 


For  All  Your  School  Sewing  Needs 

SINGER 

SEWING  MACHINE 

COMPANY 

PHONE  WH  2-5101 
424  Portage  Avenue,         Winnipeg,  Man. 


APEX  GARAGE 

STORAGE  REPAIRS  PAINTING 

COLLISION  &  BODY  WORKS 

24-*f¥<Mci  Setucce 

761  CORYDON   —  PHONE  43-3800 
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Best  Wishes  to  the  graduates 


SMITH, 

VINCENT 

&   CO., 
LTD. 


919   GRAIN   EXCHANGE 
WINNIPEG,   CANADA 
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4> 

Compliments 
of  a 
Friend 


Dependable 

Drug  Store  Service 


illiam  ft 


DRUGGIST  -  WINNIPEG 


Two  Stores 

101    Sherbrook    St.    -    -    -    Ph.    SU  3-0151 
871    Westminster  Ave.  -  -   Ph.   SU  3-5311 


CONGRATULATIONS 
GRADUATES 


Une  (Broadway, 
3lorUt£ 

House   of   Flowers 


^ 


PORTAGE  at  SMITH 
Phone  WH  3-0731    or   WH  3-0732 


3 

IT'S    FROM    BIRKS 


FIB 


"For  Years  to  Come" 

Give  Your  Daughter 
BIRKS 
STERLING 
SILVER 
FLATWARE 

Piece  by  Piece 
20    Pat-terns    fro    Choose    From 


BIRKS 


JEWELLERS 


Portage  Ave.   at  Smith   St. 

Where   Young   Folks  Preter   To   Shop 
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A  Complete 
Investment  Service 

Designed  to  meet 

Canada's  growing 

opportunities  for 

investors 


MONTREAL         TORONTO         WINNIPEG         CALGARY  EDMONTON         VANCOUVER 

VICTORIA         PRINCE  GEORGE  LETHBRIDGE  MEDICINE   HAT  REGINA 

MOOSE  JAW  SWIFT  CURRENT  SASKATOON         PRINCE  ALBERT         BRANDON 

PORTAGE   LA   PRAIRIE  KENORA  KINGSTON  GALT  ST.  THOMAS 

S1MCOE  CHATHAM  KITCHENER  LEAMINGTON  WINDSOR 


ESTABLISHED    1857 


James  Richardson  &  Sons 
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mm 

»%»*«  TH^WttH   OUR   SENSE  O* 


STATIt  83%  ©f  Alt  *H°* 


: 


¥61' 


W?#mm!: 


7^0    ^^e  *P&fy&iciait' 

An  Eye  Physician  is  an  M.D.  (Medical  Doctor)  as  is  your  family 
Physician.  Both  are  graduates  of  Medical  Universities  and  Colleges. 
The  Physician's  thorough  knowledge  of  anatomy  gives  him  a  full 
understanding  of  the  relationship  of  eyes  to  general  health  and  the 
need   of   glasses. 

Physicians  who  specialize  in  the  care  of  the  Eyes  are  known  as 
"Ophthalmologists"  or  "Eye  Physicians." 


RAMSAY -MATTHEWS    LIMITED 

103  MEDICAL  ARTS  BUILDING 
"Guild"  Prescription  Opticians 
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Compliments  of  . 


VINSON  EQUIPMENT  SUPPLY  POMPANY 


t* 


Prescriptions . . . 

by 

MURRAY 


ANGUS  W.  MURRAY 

Modern  Apotheoary 

Stafford  at  Grosvenor 


JOHNSON-HUTCHINSON,  LTD. 


JEWELLERS 


I  he  If crlect  Piamond  Jnlouse 


286  Portage  Avenue 


Winnipeg 


G. 


Consulting  Mining  Geologist 
Registered  Professional  Engineer 


Mine  Examinations,  Geological 

and  Geophysical  Surveys 
Development  and  Exploration 


411   Childs  Bldg.      Ph.  WH  2-6323 


Compliments  of  .  .  . 


CLAYDON'S 

HARDWARE 

PHOTOGRAPHIC 

ELECTRONIC 


Leonard  H.  Claydon  Proprietor 
Sherbrook  At  Westminster 
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I  like  Coffee.., 


I  like  Tea.. 


Blue  Ribbon 

is  the 
drink  for  me 


the 

long 

and 

short  of  it 

is 
wonderful 

flavour! 


I  like  ccffcc 


Bluelilleif 

is  flie  drinkfa*  me 
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Compliments  of .  .  . 

Northern  Taxi 

Ltd. 


Phone  JUstice  9-4333 


Congratulations  .  .  . 
Students  of 

BALMORAL  HALL 
SCHOOL 

May  there  be  many  happy  and 
successful  years  ahead! 

If  they  use 

FUEL  OIL 

in  your  home,  you'll  all  appreciate 
the  many  benefits  of  our  "OIL- 
FLOW"  delivery  system.  Be  sure  of 
comfort  during  the  coming  heating 
season. 

Phone 

"WINNIPEG  SUPPLY" 

93-0341 
After  June  23   -  WHitehall  3-0341 

The  Winnipeg  Supply  &  Fuel  Co.  Ltd. 


Going  to  University  Next  Year? 

IF  so,  it's  wise  to  get  some  of  your  books  during  the  summer. 
The  Book  Department  is  owned  and  operated  by  the  University 
for  the  College  Students  of  Winnipeg. 


New  and  Used  Copies 

Our   Constant  Aim — The   Lowest   Prices   in   Canada 
THE   UNIVERSITY  OF  MANITOBA 

BOOK    DEPARTMENT 


BROADWAY  BUILDING 


200  MEMORIAL  BOULEVARD 
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K.  A.  Powell  (Canada)  Ltd 


Powell  Transports 


Fort  William  Elevator 

COMPANY,   LIMITED 


Edible  Oil's  Limited 
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THOMPSON,  DILTS,  JONES,  HALL  &. 

DEWAR 

Barristers  and  Solicitors 

D.  A.  THOMPSON,  Q.C. 
C.  GORDON   DILTS 
A.   S.    DEWAR 
WALTER    L.    RITCHIE 

A.  E.  DILTS,  Q.C. 
DAVID  H.  JONES 

j.  hugh  Mcdonald 

Associate:   E.   G.   PHIPPS  BAKER,   Q.C 

T.  W.   LAIDLAW,  Q.C. 
GORDON    C.    HALL 
JOHN   F.   FUNNELL 
F.  J.   DEVRIEZE 

503 

Electric   Railway  Chambers,  Winnipeg  2, 

Cana 

da 

COMPLIMENTS  OF  .  .  . 

Phone  SP  4-5539        113  Sherbrook  Street 


Owned  and  Managed  by 
Mrs.  F.  BROOKE  ARMSTRONG 


Compliments  of  .  . 


Corydon  and  Waterloo 
Phone  40-1093  Phone  40-1542 


Norris  Grain  Company  Ltd. 


and 


Norris  Securities  Ltd. 


Winnipeg 
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Phones  40-3800  -  40-4800 


DRUGS  LTD. 


ELIZABETH 

ARDEN 

PREPARATIONS 

• 

546  ACADEMY  RD.  at  LANARK 
WINNIPEG  9 


For  Highest  Quality  in  Dry  Cleaning 


DYERS  AND  CLEANERS  LIMITED 

TMLOKS 
FUKMBKS 

* 


Phone  SUnset  3-7061 


Young  at  Portage 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


Wintrup=Wrryte 


Limited 


Telephone:  WH  3-2544 
293  Portage  Avenue 


Compliments  of 

DOMINION  BRIQUETTES  &  CHEMICALS  LIMITED 

Manufacturers  of 

HEAT  GLOW,   CARBONIZED  BRIQUETTES 


HEAD  OFFICE:  296  GARRY  STREET,  WINNIPEG 
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EATON'S 

Representing 

Balmoral  Hall  School 

for 

1956-1957 


NAOMI 


Naomi  with  representatives  from  more  than  a  score  of  High 
Schools  and  Colleges,  is  our  adviser  on  what's  new  with  young 
women  and  young  men  .  .  .  favourite  fads  and  fashions  .  .  .  and 
they  help  us  too  with  the  many  interesting  events  for  all  the  Hi 
Crowd   planned   by   EATON'S. 


EATON'S-  THE  STORE  FOR  YOUNG  CANADA 
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Aikins,  MacAulay, 
Moffat,  Dickson, 
Hinch  &  McGavin 

WINNIPEG  MANITOBA 

Barristers  and  Solicitors 


For  Dependable  Electric  Service 
Anywhere  in  Winnipeg  .  .  . 


CITY    HYDRO 

%  fytcu  -  Ttte  itf 


Showrooms:     Portage,  east  of   Kennedy 
Offices:     55  Princess   Street 


The  Finest  Loafer  Made! 


BY 

CANADA  WEST  SHOE 

MFG.  CO.   LIMITED 
WINNIPEG 
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MALLON  OPTICAL 

Telephone  WHitehall   2-7118 

405   Graham   Avenue 
Opposite  Medical  Arts  Bldg. 


Compliments  of  . 


G.  D.   FUNK 

Electrical  Appliances 
and  Television 


1406    Main    Street  -   Phone  JUstice  9-0588 


FOR  QUALITY,   ACCURACY,   EFFICIENCY  AND   DESPATCH 
PHONE  SUnset  3-7025 

Campbell  Drug  Co*  Limited 

Cor.  MARYLAND  and  WOLSELEY  AVENUE 

PRESCRIPTIONS  CALLED   FOR  AND   DELIVERED 

CAMERAS  AND   PHOTOGRAPHIC  SUPPLIES 


FRESH,  NATURAL 
TASTE 


Love  that  Lemon!      Love  that  Lime! 


Drewrys 


LEMON      -      LIME 
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Phones  40-3183  -  40-7372 

G0LD€H  RIVER  HEIGHTS  DRUGS 

PRESCRIPTION  SPECIALISTS 

* 
1436  Corydon  at  Waterloo 


Modern   Soda    Fountain 

CRESCENTWOOD 
PHARMACY 

Complete  Line  of  School  Supplies 
and  Cosmetics 


)  1  03    Corydon 


Ph.   4-6562 


For  a  Complete  Insurance  Service,  contact 


DALE    &    COMPANY    LIMITED 


333  KENNEDY  STREET,  WINNIPEG 


Telephone  WHitehall    3-6401 


D.   M.   MILLER 


TAKE  THE  WHEEL... 

PUSH     A     BUTTO  N... 

FLASH  AHEAD! 

IN  A 


57  DODGE 

247  MAIN  STREET  --  NEXT  TO  THE  FEDERAL  BUILDING 
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Dominion  Securities  Grpn  Limited 

Underwriters  and  Distributors  of  Investment  Securities  since  1901 
TORONTO  MONTREAL  NEW  YORK   LONDON,  ENG.  WINNIPEG  CALGARY  VANCOUVER  VICTORIA 
LONDON      KITCHENER      BRANTFORD      HAMILTON      OTTAWA      QUEBEC      HALIFAX      SAINT  JOHN 


WINNIPEG  OFFICE 


500  PARIS  BLDG. 


PH.  WHitehall  2-3413 


Drawing   &  Art  Supplies 

Oil   and   Water  Color   Paints 

Pastels,   Charcoal   and   Sketching   Materials 

Fancy  Foil,   Colored   Paper  and   Cardboard 


J.   G.  FRASER  LIMITED 


350  Donald  Street 


Phone  WHitehall  2-7251 


WINNIPEG 


Compliments  of 


*      *      * 


II.  H.  Van  Kirk 


II Hip's  Pharmacy 

905  CORYDON  AVE. 

cc9o 

Phone  4-4385  Anytime  for 
FREE  DELIVERY 
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British     Ma 

de 

Imports 

CASHMERE 

ANGORA 

LAMBS  WOOL  BOTANY 

SWEATERS 

FOR  MEN  AND  WOMEN 

Club    Sweaters    and    Crests    Made 

Up. 

Own  Design  and  Colour. 

j^*<£>              ^-) 

286   Kennedy  St.               Phone  WH 

2-5319 

SkcU  j  *D%u$  Store 


GEO.     H.     EDMONDS,     Dispensing    Chemist 


Cor.  Queenston  &  Academy  Road,  Winnipeg 


PHONE  40-1155 


THE 

G.  McLEAN  company  ltd. 

WINNIPEG 
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THE 


ASSURANCE       COMPANY 

HIAO     Ollltl    ■   Wimiril,   CANADA 
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Start  Now! 


Have  you  ever  noticed  how  many  people  seem  to  be 
looking  for  opportunities,  but  how  few  actually  seize 
them  when  they  occur? 

Inability  to  keep  even  a  modest  amount  of  ready  money 
on  hand  is  one  of  the  main  reasons  why  so  many  good 
chances  are  lost. 

When  your  chance  comes,  will  you  be  able  to  seize  it? 
Start  preparing  now,  by  planning  the  regular  purchase 
of  Canada  bonds  and  other  high  grade  securities.  They 
will  stand  you  in  good  stead. 


Victory  Building 

Winnipeg 

Telephone:  WHitehall  2-6166 


Wood,  Gundy  &  Company 

Limited 


J^*w5 


Hostess    Accessories 


Phone  WHitehall  3-3939 

401  GRAHAM 

Opp.   Medical   Arts 


GIFTS  ARE  OUR  SPECIALTY  .  .  . 

imports  from  world  famous 
centres  .  .  . 

•  Rosenthal   China 

•  Royal    Leerdam   Glassware   (Holland) 

•  Royal    Holland   Pewter 

•  Gense   Stainless   Steel    from   Sweden 

•  Copper   (Renoir)   Costume   Jewelry 


Established   1910     -     Ph.  WHitehall  2-3248 

BEN  MOSS 

DIAMOND   IMPORTERS 

WATCH    REPAIRING 

as   it  should  be  done 

"BLUE   RIVER"   DIAMONDS 

"OMEGA"  WATCHES 

422  Main  Street,  Winnipeg 


ENDERTON, 

BRYDGES  &  WAUGH, 

LIMITED 

Insurance  of  Every  Kind 

• 

222 

Portage   A 

<enue                   Ph.  WH  2-8)11 
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EVERYTHING   IN   MUSIC 


Hire  piflno  co.  ltd. 


383  PORTAGE  AVENUE 


Tel.  WH  2-5474  Estab.  1903 


Discuss  Your 


*&acUe& '  7iJ can, 

with 

del  peters  limited 

701  Westminster       Phone  SU  3-6830 


Gamfuimenti,  of  .  .  . 


DYSON'S  LTD. 

WINNIPEG,  MAN. 


DYSON'S  (onto  LTD. 

BRIGHTON,  ONT. 
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Compliments  of 


Huggard,  Lough  Limited 


INSURANCE    BROKERS 


WINNIPEG 


Auto-Aid  Service 

JOHN  WIENS,  Prop. 
Cornish  &   Sherbrook 


WINNIPEG,  PHONE  SP  2-8753 

Firestone  Tires  —  Texaco   Products 


410-412  Academy  Rd.  Phone  40-4818 

Academy 
DEPARTMENT  STORE 

Specializing    in    Teen    Age   Wear 

"Shop  at 
Your  Neighborhood  Store  and  Save" 


STOCKS       •       BONDS       •       GRAIN 

INSURANCE 

REAL  ESTATE 

LEASES 
COAL  &  COKE 

We   offer   a    complete    Insurance    and    Financial    service    based 
on    our    sixty   years    business    experience    in    Western    Canada. 

OslerJammpb&Uanton 


TORONTO  -  MONTREAL  -  REGINA  -  SASKATOON  -  WINNIPEG  -  CALGARY  -  EDMONTON 

VANCOUVER 
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INCORPORATED    2??   MAY  1670 


.  .  .  f\ed  reiver    (^art 


The  first  known  record  of  fheir  being 
made  was  in  1802  ai  the  North  West 
Company's  post  at  Pembina,  now  in 
North  Dakota.  Indian  ponies  were 
first  used  for  hauling  the  carls,  and 
Later  oxen,  and  were  our  trains  of  a 
mere  100  years  ago.  There  are  many 
fascinating  objects  of  historic  interest 
in  our  Exhibition,   Fourth  Floor. 
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S front  @lotfo&  .  .  . 


ALWAYS  AT  THEIR  BEST  WHEN 
BEAUTIFULLY  SANITONED  CLEANED  AT  QUINTON'S 


Phone  42-3611 


for 


?*4*T  S^icUiC  Service 


a 


Be  WISE*  OLuMtn-fr 

•1 


CLEANERS  DYERS  FURRIERS 

SHIRT   LAUNOERERS 


INVESTORS  SYNDICATE 
OF  CANADA,   LIMITED 

Savings,  Educational  and 
Annuity  Plans 


INVESTORS  MUTUAL 
OF  CANADA,  LIMITED 

Balanced,  Open-end 
Mutual  Fund  Shares 


HEAD  OFFICE:    WINNIPEG — OFFICES   IN    PRINCIPAL  CITIES 
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CLAYDON  COMPANY  LIMITED 

GENERAL  CONTRACTORS 


WINNIPEG 


KENORA 


AT  I KO KAN 


PORT  ARTHUR 

FORT  WILLIAM 


Compliments  of  . 


rei  Drug 


Waterloo  and  Academy 


.  .  .  And  for  our  Supervised 

riding,  we  go  to  the 

CHUOOD  HUG  SCHOOL 

Frank  Dopheide         Phone  VErnon  2-7971 


THE  BEST 
OF  LUCK! 


from  the  management 
and  staff  of  the 

CAPITOL  THEATRE 


The  Home  of 
Outstanding  Motion  Pictures 

CAPITOL 

A  Famous  Players  Theatre 


250  Kennedy  Street 

<z/tLwaui.  the.  <zAi£.iv£.i.t  in  \ja±niom, 

Opposite  Medical  Arts  Building 
Phone  WH  2-4144 
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Evans  Printing  &  Stationery 

Ltd. 


Retail  and  Wholesale  Stationers 
Commercial  and  Fraternal  Printing 

2  Stone* 

1 59  Osborne  Street  South 
Telephones:  42-3535,     42-3586 

1316  Portage  Ave.  at  Valour  Road 
Telephone:  SUnset  3-1280 

Office   —   Home   —   School  Supplies 


Designed  for  the  Whole  Family 


Salisbury  House  Ltd. 


Restaurants 
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H     E     C    T     O 

FORT    WILLIAM 

R         F.         D     O 

BROADCASTING 

• 

U     G    A    L    L 

PORT    ARTHUR 

AM  —   FM  —  TV 

• 

{ola/v-w  ^Leatnevdciie 


o. 


^fiirievat    _/>f/i'ecton 


232  Kennedy  Street,  Winnipeg 
Telephone  WHitehall   2-5494 


WINNIPEG'S  FINEST 
TAXI   SERVICE 


TAXI 


Phone  42-5511  -  42-5553 

COURTESY  and  SERVICE 
Two-Way  Radio  Communication 

Special  Rates  on  Country  Trips 
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USSELL  MOTORS  LTD 

HOME    OF 


WINNIPEG'S  MOST  EXCLUSIVE  USED  CAR  LOT 
730  PORTAGE  AVE.  OPEN  EVENINGS  PH.  SPruce  4-4581 


Diamond  Drilling 

and 

Surface  Exploration 
ECO  EXPLORATION  COMPANY  LIMITED 

411   CHILDS  BLDG.  WINNIPEG,   MANITOBA 
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COMPLIMENTS 


o"   a    friend 


HARDY  &  BUCHANAN 

167  Stafford  Street 
Phone  42-2216 


GIRLS    WANTED 

Chance  of  a  Lifetime  Now  Yours 
PLEASANT  WORK  —  GOOD  PAY 
No  previous  Experience  Necessary 
GRADUATE    IN    A    FEW    MONTHS 


Here  is  a  remarkable  oppor- 
tunity. Modern  Hair  Styling 
and  popular  new  methods 
have  caused  a  great  short- 
age of  help  in  this  profes- 
sion. 

LEARN    BEAUTY  CULTURE 

We  have  positions  open  and 
waiting  for  our  graduates 
in  almost  every  part  of 
Canada.  Many  start  own 
shops. 


Write    or    Call    for    FREE    Literature. 
No  obligations. 


M  A  It    V  E  L 

Beauty  School 


Phone  WH  3-3551 
309  Donald  Street 


Winnipeg 


Compliments  of 


McCabe  Grain  Company 
Limited 


GRAIN  EXCHANGE,  WINNIPEG 
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"Liked  So  Well 

By  So  Many" 

%>eca*c&e  eve  da  4&  matty  fofo  &a  cveU 
58th  Year 

t  NORTH  WEST 

Laundry 


ESTAB.  IB99 


LIMITED 


Main  Street  at  York  Avenue 


CALL  SPruce  4-5471 


ripens 

OF  J  WINNIPEG  LIMITED 
A     WESTERN      ACHIEVEMENT 


BE  SURE  TO  ORDER  PLENTY 
CRYSTAL-CLEAR  PARTY 


ICE 


The  merry  tinkle  of  sparkling  Ice  is  a  sign  your 
party  is  making  a  hit!  Don't  disappoint  guests  by 
running  short  —  order  Party  Ice  in  advance. 
Delivered   in  waterproof  bags. 

CARRY  AND  SAVE 


Pick  up  a  bag  of  Party  Ice — 25c, 

at  any  of  the  following  automatic  vending  stations: 

Ferry  Road  &  Portage  —  649  Sargent  Ave.  —  150  Bell  Ave. 

430  Langside  St.    —    Lyndale  Drive  and  Gauvin  St.,  Norwood 

Salter  St.   at  Manitoba    —    Montcalm   at  Watt    —    1833  Main   St. 


ARCTIC  ICE  CO.,  LTD. 


